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THE ISLAND 


“’..for the soul is something divinatory.” Plato 


“*,.the soul is, in a certain sense, filled with things.” 
Aristotle 


Doors in the air open and we fly through at 40,000 feet: the 
day and the night and the day yet again. 

There’s a dim blue light around the edges of the dark slats 
over cabin windows, and when these are slid open, 
they become sudden port holes of light. 

It is day once again, with windows of light opening in the 
clouds around, doors of light opening, and we fly 
through them. 

The green ocean lies far beneath, a solid field of bright 
jade with a few ships the size of pin heads, each 
with a short white thread behind it. 


And we descend, in enormous stair steps, stepping down 
into another world. 

Here street signs mean nothing; the language a melody of 
tones I can only just barely discern and not 
understand at all, in this crowded city of Chinese 
faces. 

Tropical light, the air smelling of peaches, and the fragrant 
needles of rain. 

See the dragon dancing on its many human feet amid 
firecracker smoke in the alleyway. 

There are offerings of food placed in front of each shop. 

There are trashcans full of fire, silver pails of smoking 
incense. 


And later you see the dragon again, this time writhing in 
flight above golden tiles on the temple’s roof. 
Sun-dazed darkness: the parchment colored light, as though 

from a fanned sail; and the quiet of the temple. 
Vermillion incense in long wands like cattails; these 

planted in a wrought iron cauldron filled with white 

ash. The smoke is sweet and thick in the shadows. 


In the deep interior, gold statues listen, gold faces are 
multiplied in the dim chambers, the amber recesses. 

Red and silver boxes gleam, and the walls are lined with 
small doors, scripted in gold. 

It is the temple dedicated to the one who stands guard at the 
gates of the spirit world. 

July is the ghost month, when the doors of the other world 
are left slightly ajar and the spirits come through 
like a draft. 


Grandmother, why do you stare? As I practice tai chi in the 
courtyard. Grandfather, veteran of Chiang’s great 
army, why are you surprised to meet me on the 
road? Father and mother, why don’t you recognize 
your son? 


To be borne beneath bamboo leaves. Here there are so 
many stray dogs and also the roosters each morning. 
The five Shaolin animals: dragon, tiger, leopard, 
snake, and crane. 

And a man placed special herbs in my hand. Stranger, who 
arrived one day. That was I. 


What are the seasons of the year and what are the seasons 
of the earth? Is it the morning or the evening when I 
rise, and what is the surface that I walk out on? 
Sunrise buried within me, where can I find you by 
looking? 


Where will truth come upon me, dropping through the 
cracks of shadows that the tree sets around me 
like a wicker basket? 


Rice fields of arsenic green wind-scripted with invisible 
characters; smoke from brick chimneys drifting 
above the green, and the flash of water ditches like 
strands of aluminum. 

From my balcony at the edge of the industrial park I look 
down fifteen stories on the fields at the city’s 
outskirts. 

A gull alights in the green anemone; the field is a green 
sponge squeezed dry by so many hands. 


The sea is nowhere to be seen, and yet its power is 
everywhere: the East China Sea, the Taiwan straits, 
are nowhere to be seen, yet even the names are 
everywhere and their powers are everywhere. 


The sea is nowhere to be seen in the landlocked city, and 
yet it is everywhere in the air, in the light, in the 
flowers on porches, in the wicker trees in the 
temple’s courtyard, in the light green and white of 
the sugar cane chopped in short lengths, in the 
orange juice thick and pulpy and sold from small 
blue trucks, in the unwrapped bamboo leaves of 
tsong tz with drops of steam still in them. 


Money, how you governed my nocturnal flight and even 
the paths of my sleep. The coins that were set upon 
my eyes I threw off. And yet still they were coins. 

The sea’s massing silver, the waves of dark currency 
rippling, the cavernous vaults opening with 
enormous slowness in the depths. The sea is not 
only of water. 


And yet the pure idea of morning. does it still exist? Having 
come so far to the east, I can’t have missed it. Here 
perhaps the scale is once again true. 

And here the food stalls smoke with oil and a thin blue 
flame, here speech is a voluble clamor and the street 
a tangle of cars, trucks, and vending carts. And yet I 
am here as well -- stranger, who arrived one day. 


Here I thread my way among narrow alleys, like a stray dog 
among conic sections of light, steep doorways of 
shade. How I love you, Taipei! 

Above me gray laundry is stretched between plaster 
buildings with tea-colored water stains marking 
their sides; silver-grated windows shine, and 
white bedding blows in the air. 

In the aqueous light of the alley my eye is led upward, as 
though I were a fish watching the bright surface of a 
canal. 

Fierce tropical light sparks on white roofs, on the white 
walls of sheds, on bright flower tatters like shreds of 
colored crepe paper burnt up in the sun. 

How I love you Taipei, green and light-drenched, crowded 
city of Chinese faces, your cloud-filled mountains 
and luminous hills, your shallow river hazy with 
light in the silver far off, boats drawing creases 
through it — here, in your crisscross of streets, in 
your bright and crowded markets every morning, in 
your dazzling carnivals by night, in your palm- 
shaded boulevards, ornate and stunning temples, in 
your public squares, in your quiet courtyards. 


And now, here: the Shuang-Lien market in the morning, 
where there are piles of fruits and vegetables -- 
bunches of carrots, piles of green and red peppers, 
bundles of white onions, green parsley and spinach, 
green beans and red beans, bright twists of chili 


peppers, bushels of peas, covered trays of creamy 
tofu as heavy as custard, tilted screes of light green 
guava, piles of melons yellow and hay green, 
troughs of red peaches, green and orange squash, 
boxes of red apples from Japan. 


At the temple nearby, there are men sitting, talking and 
drinking tea, there is a middle-aged woman 
arranging flowers, and two others sweeping the 
floor, a small boy runs from one to the other, and 
each will stop for a moment, bending down to listen 
to him. 

Outside, the crowds flow past the market stalls in all 
directions, and the traffic blares forward toward the 
Zhong Shan North Road, or else back toward the 
Chong Ching Road. 


A narrow doorway -- and inside there are red candles, a 
small apple-green shrine; then you see the table, 
sheets of paper like the finest white cloth. 

The black ink on the walls is still and yet moving: 
splashed, drawn, spilled, making imageless images, 
these speaking in silence: 

Luminous black spiders swarm in the webs of white Non- 
Being. The calligrapher’s studio. 

To leave the degenerate place, the place of lies and of 
deceit, the place of the living yet dead, this is not 
misfortune. 

Miasma in ditches and bogs, fever in swamps, corruption in 
sewers. I have come from the cities of the West. 
The human and truth itself cannot be found there. 

But now the day fills the sky, reaching upward from the 
jagged edge of the mountain chain: royal purple of 
skyline, charcoal gray of the cloud dunes; a tinting 
of orange fills the sky’s far depths, and the cloud 
shapes burn like luminous islands. 


Buildings are grey and brown cubes in the lower darkness, 
and the air itself there is sepia. 

The structures of the city emerge slowly from the dark — 
the green roof of a house here, and there the 
dolmen of a chimney. 


Black troughs between buildings still, though a balcony on 
a fourth story begins to shine; dogs are moving 
shapes crisscrossing the empty streets. 


And now men themselves appear -- three old men in a 
group walk along the street, each holding a cane, 
and yet they walk rapidly. Two cars pass them 
going the opposite way. 

Black troughs between buildings still, though a balcony on 
a fourth story begins to shine; dogs are moving 
shapes crisscrossing the empty streets. 


And now men themselves appear -- three old men in a 
group walk along the street, each holding a cane, 
and yet they walk rapidly. Two cars pass them 
going the opposite way. 


Now the traffic circle is almost empty, though there are 
three motor bikes, and now a yellow taxi and a fruit 
vendor with his motorized cart — tomatoes, grapes, 

apples, sugar cane, pears. 

Pedestrians here and there now, and more traffic. The stars 
disappear slowly from the sky like leaves from a 
tree in autumn; men and women show themselves 
now -- how many will find what they are looking 
for today? 

To write a book that will last, take yourself seriously. Then 
you will take what happens seriously as well — the 
country, the people, the world. There is no need to 
apologize, with the tone of constant irony, like an 


incessant giggle. A fool is amusing, but he is not a 
companion. 

How can we know the truth if we are not true ourselves? 
How can we tell it if we do not know it? How can 
we tell it even when we do? What is the price? And 
then, what will happen? 


Yet here street signs mean nothing; the language is a 
melody of tones I can only just barely discern, and 
cannot understand at all, and therefore now there is 
only watching, listening, and noticing small things, 
or noticing large things, living a new life, on the 
other side of the earth, in a new world. 


Here there are brown leaflets like paper napkins with 
magenta characters written on them, there are small 
furnaces made of cinder blocks in which these are 
thrown in dense bundles as offerings to the ever- 
present gods and spirits. 

Here there are women with yellow parasols, there are 
women with babies in bright strollers, 

There are old men in knit shirts and slacks, suspenders 
holding up their pants, one trembling slightly is led 
by the arm, he has his three daughters with him, 

There are visitors with cameras, there are two monks in 
yellow robes, white leggings and moccasin-like 
shoes, 

There are babies carried by men in white shirts with cell 
phone on their leather belts, 

And now there are seven steps of stone that lead to the 
temple’s mouth, its lower lip is a stone slab, its gum 
is a threshold of wood painted red and six inches 
high, a cellar floor inside. 


And here there is parchment-colored light, as though from a 
fanned sail; and the quiet of the temple’s sanctuary 


-- vermillion incense in long wands like cattails 
planted in a wrought iron cauldron filled with pure 
white ash. 

Gold statues listen, gold faces multiplied in the dim 
chambers and recesses. Red and silver boxes gleam. 

The walls are lined with small doors, scripted in gold. 
And the Buddha sits composed in his flowing robes, 
the Buddha sits looking down into his hands, which 
are empty, the Buddha sits looking down into the 
world, what he sees there cannot be written in 
words, what he sees there cannot be spoken, what 
he sees there cannot be touched, the Buddha who, 
in the deer park at Sarnath, told to five companions 
of his dharma. 


And later you see the dragon again, this time writhing in 
flight above golden tiles on the temple’s roof, you 
see the dragon again, in the winding pathway of the 
alleys, in the intricate painting of a chrysanthemum, 
in the subtle shadings of shadowless calligraphy, 
you see the dragon dancing on its many feet human 
feet amid fire-cracker smoke down through the 
alley. 


It is evening and the sky is pink and orange, the buildings 
are black shoulders against the sky. 

There are trucks rushing through the intersection carrying 
crates of live chickens, some white some black, 

There are three singers singing Taiwanese songs on a raised 
platform at the corner, their mouths are open, 
microphones in hands, there are no sidewalks in the 
street, the street is like a fair, metal frames for street 
signs are set in front of store front businesses, there 
are a hundred on this side and a hundred on the 
other, the crowd gets around them in dribbles and 
leaks, the crowd condenses in the middle of the 


street, Brownian motion of human heads, a single 
human body effervescing, froths up, overflowing 
bubbles faces like flash bulbs, and a kite tail of 
firecrackers cannot soar into the sky, stamps its feet 
hard and loud in protest, whipping its pink ribbon, 
yes it must have been a goddess for there are rose 
petals left on the asphalt afterward beneath an acrid 
mist, 

There is a sidewalk of uneven bricks and cracking cement, 
there is a temple with a ceiling twenty feet high on 
the first floor, through high gaps in the walls you 
see three men in leather covered arm chairs, a table 
of dark wood with some papers, in the middle of the 
light at center is a statue of a bald-headed man in a 
suit fifteen feet high made out of poured concrete 
the color of cigarette ash, 

There are small stores along the street where you can get 
hot pot shiao bing yo tiao tsong ts smoked duck 
vegetarian beef noodles, a huge spring role the size 
of a burrito with a peanut sauce, twenty kinds of 
fruit juice drunk from a plastic bag with a straw 
stuck in its rear, 

There are bright playing cards of street signs blocking your 
way constantly, there are vendors with jewelry set 
out on a black cloth set across three stools, there are 
carpets hanging from a giant staple of metal pipe, 
there are watches from Viet Nam, there is Turkish 
ice cream, there is flat bread from Shan Dong, there 
is cho dofu in a silver cauldron the size of a bath 
tub, it has a red black sauce that smells of peppers 
and chilies and tomatoes, there are bottles of yellow 
Mexican beer avalanched in crushed ice, there are 
offerings of food to the ever-present gods placed in 
front of each shop (in front of one an entire pig), 

There are silver pails of smoking incense, there are waves 
of pedestrians washing out the street itself until the 


street is gone and there is only a streaming crowd, 

There is the traditional night market in the open air, there is 
a sudden motor bike down through, the crowd 
parting like a zipper then flowing back, its fingers 
clasped over its belly once again -- 

Look up now, and there are lanterns in your eye, the sky 
above is black, but you cannot see it. 

And later you see the tiger again, in spots of sunlight and 
shadows in the depths of the walking path, in the 
power of stone massed in the temple’s foundation, 
in the weight of stone massed in the temple’s roof, 
in the legs of the workman as he bends and lifts the 
trowel of wet mortar, carefully, steadily, and quick; 

And you see the leopard again in the hands of the therapist 
straightening a spine, in the vehemence of the 
cabdrivers yelling, in the speed of the cook’s 
precise chop, 

And you see the snake again in the doctor’s fingers, subtle, 
strong, intelligent, precise, 

And you see the crane again in the sweep of the farmhouse 
roof, you see the crane in the wariness of the buyer, 
you see the crane in the engineer’s calculations, in 
his measurements and in her clear and accurate 
drawings: you see the crane, the dragon, the tiger, 
the leopard, the snake, and the crane. 


To leave lies and deceit behind is not a misfortune. There, 
who can speak the truth or even know it? 

And now the radiant king, the emperor Light, sets his foot 
at my doorsill. 


In the park, coins of light are scattered on the tea leaves of 
at the bottom of the pond. Melted back to gold on 
the surface, they shine there as well. I gather them 
up with both hands. Haloes of coins haunt the tea- 
colored water. Even in the dark of my sleep I see 


sun coins. 

In the hundreds of hills there was no bird’s song; in the 
thousands of trails no footprint. On a boat 
made of three planks an old man in a hat was 
fishing. A heavy snow was falling. 


And yet the surface of the earth is made of pathways, and 
in the air and on the sea there are more, ancient 
pathways and also new. And we awake in the midst 
of them. 

At every point, at every moment they are leading 
everywhere — north, south, east, west, in directions 
still unknown. 

Traces — the routes of people of every kind and of all 
nations, moving ceaselessly, even where they do not 
seem to be, yet they are moving. 

Fish seller in the market, your gold teeth are so bright when 
you smile! 

Those who have risen from fire smoke, from the mist and 
sand, those who have bargained and counted, 
weighing each bit, and themselves, and who had to, 
those who came from the green hills inland from the 
southern beaches and those from Guangdong, 
Being, Jing-Men, from Mongolia, and many from 
Fujien, those of great rank and accomplishment, 
money, and fame, and those lost to all memory as 
though they had never lived (and yet they did live), 
those from the valleys, from the plains, and those 
from the mystic and cloud-filled forests, the green 
cloud temple, the golden mountain, the seven spirit 
hill, decipherers of signs, doctors, scholars, poets, 
artists, chroniclers. 

Those from the great desert in the west, those from the 
great desert of the north, from the northern cold, the 
sandstorms, the rocky paths, the bright meadows 
streaming with horses, golden grasslands like thick 


fur, patchwork and striped tents, heavy bright 
colored clothing, thick leather belts with wool shirts 
and vests over, silver ear rings, head scarves and 
neck scarves, round eyes narrow eyes round faces 
angular faces high cheekbones mysterious singing, 
the throat singing of Mongolia and Tuva, those 
from the cloud mists of the great river, the narrow 
paths over the mountains dropping hundreds of feet 
to the green water, the rushing current, the 
beginning of the white cuts and chevrons, the 
strength and skill of the boatmen, the thick poles 
that can rip the skin from a hand, that can knock 
out a tooth. 

In much-trodden lands there are yet still great silences. 
You can’t know them at first, but they make their 
call felt at midnight; at midday you hear, far deep in 
the hives of traffic noise, the needle that drops, the 
needle that sews the shroud of the past, that points 
the way to the future, that lances the heart of the 
present, the moment now . 

Women who arrive in a train of light, in a wake of onyx 
hair with shimmers of darkest perfume and 
multiplied shadows, their legs hidden in bright 
skirts -- 

The eye’s face is shaved with light’s razor, it bleeds 
intoxicated blindness out into the city crystallized in 
vivid confusions of space and time. 

I have waited and waited -- dazzle of the palm-leafed 
courtyards, sharply bright, mortally wounding — 
how long I have waited to touch this beauty, so 
precious, and so strange. 


But here day fills the sky reaching upward from the jagged 
edge of the mountain chain, royal purple of skyline, 
carbon of cloud dunes; a tinting of orange like the 
faintest tea fills the far depths of the sky somewhere 


behind the mountain peaks, coming up from below. 
A changing, fast and yet slow; and the cloud shapes 
disperse are luminous islands. 


The sun of the waters is borne once again in the depths of 
the sky. Once again. 

Buildings are grey and brown cubes in the darkness, the air 
is sepia. The structures of the city emerge slowly 
from the dark -- the green roof of a house here, and 
there the dolmen of a chimney. 

Black troughs between buildings still, though a 
balcony on a fourth story begins to shine; dogs are 
moving shapes crisscrossing the empty streets. 


And now there are lights in windows one here and two 
there; the last clouds disperse drawn away to the 
edges of the hills; dawn air is active and cool, the 
scent of smoke already, and the light is orange 
above the plum-colored mountainside, and the first 
moving car slides along a distant street like a bead 
on an abacus. A satellite dish shines lilac-white. 


The street at this early hour is a deep plum color, 
the house fronts along the street that does not have a 
sidewalk are of gray concrete, and cinder blocks 
unpainted, the color of cardboard, some are red 
brick which in this light is the color of rose petals 
that are dried stiff, the doors are metal painted 
lacquer red and set in a framework of stones, above 
each there are characters the color of charcoal, 
telling traditional poems, silently speaking 
doorways, silently speaking stones, silently 
speaking city, even though there is already the 
traffic noise, though it is yet a ways off like the 
sound of the sea, and in the air there is the cry of 
gulls that float down in slow spirals 


I see you now as though through dim water as though 
through the depths of the past, and the building 
fronts hang in space the air lightening around them 
and above them, the sky is currents passing over the 
hills, and I see you now from out of the wells of the 
past and the house fronts are like masks, and I see 
you now and the buildings bloom out of the earth 
rise out of the earth the city blooms out of the 
hillsides like lichen on a rock and I see you now 
ancient dim and overwhelming city, ancient people. 


Buildings are grey and brown cubes in the darkness, the air 
is sepia. The structures of men emerge slowly from 
the darkness -- the green roof of a house here, and 
there the dolmen of a chimney. Black troughs 
between buildings still, though a balcony on a 
fourth story begins to shine; dogs are moving 
shapes crisscrossing the empty streets. 


The surface of the earth is made of pathways, and in the air 
and on the sea there are more. Ancient pathways 
and also new. We awake in the midst of them. 

At every point, at every moment they are leading 
everywhere — north south east and west, in still 
unknown directions. 

Traces — the routes of people of every kind and of all 
nations, immemorial nations, ancient peoples, 
moving ceaselessly. 


And now the people of today, of this time and place, who 
step out onto the street in this dawn light, into this 
morning air, beneath the opening sky — see them: 

The pastry cook, the rice noodle vender, the owner of three 
fishing boats, the one who keeps a stall in the 
market selling cheap watches made in Thailand, in 


Viet Nam, or in the Philippines, the electrical 
engineer, the security guard at the condominium 
complex, the dofu seller in the old market, the 
owner of the fireworks and incense shop, the 
policeman, the betel nut girl, the dentist on the 
Kuang Fu Road, the prostitute in the East Gate park, 
the cabdriver, the chestnut vender in the market 
near the temple, the breakfast stall cook making dan 
bing and bau tze, the blue delivery truck for 
drinking water, the man who drives and the one 
who helps him with the heavy boxes, the engineers 
on their way to work picked up in a special van, the 
Canadian girl on her way to the English language 
school, the children on their way in uniforms -- blue 
pants and white shirts for the boys, blue skirts with 
pleats and white blouses for the girls -- the van 
driver and two attendants all in white at the hospital 
entrance, helping an old woman in a wheel chair, 
the nurses crossing the hospital lobby quickly, their 
uniforms neat and clean, their hair fixed precisely, 
inside the puzzled bored restless crowd of the 
patients and patients’ relatives, one old man in a 
wheel chair, a green tank strapped to its side, a clear 
thin tube from it into his nose, he is in pajamas and 
his head is unsteady on his thin neck, his daughter 
and son-in-law look after him, the crowds below 
ground in the subways, stepping into cars stepping 
out, the automatic doors, the polished rods overhead 
the white plastic thong to grip, the slow acceleration 
as though up a hill but then the sudden increase the 
feel of a bullet that does not touch the barrel’s 
walls, the bodies pressing near to you sometimes 
against you swayed like water weeds in a current, 
the bell and the clear taped voice announcing the 
stops, the open doors, the confusion of some 
coming in and some getting out, the crowds down 


along the Dun Hua South Road, the crowds out 
along the Nan Jing East Road, the crowds up and 
down the Zhong Shan North Road, walkers in the 
side street and through the alleys of side streets, 
browsers in front of shops for buying tea, browsers 
buying children’s clothes, buying stationary, friends 
at the afternoon buffet laughing,, the girls in the 
Japanese bakery with their aprons and white hats, 
the young man working in the cool convenience 
store, his broad white smile, his perfect teeth, the 
Philippino women walking down the crowded 
boulevard at mid-day talking and gesturing, the one 
tells her problem and the other listens, the teachers 
at the pre-school opening the office in the morning, 
the limousine driver getting his car ready to pick up 
business people at the airport that evening, the 
porters at the fancy hotel carrying luggage, quick 
polite helpful, the old man sweeping the walkway 
with a straw broom, a man of middle age sitting by 
himself on a bench, the young woman opposite and 
down a ways listening on earphones, the slim 
Cantonese woman with short cut hair helping to 
make manto with her in-laws, the Indonesian 
woman who works in the roadside store that sells 
betel nut, workingmen pulling up in trucks and 
taxis, she runs out with a little bag, takes their coins, 
runs back, she has Caucasian features and is as dark 
as a piece of mahogany, slim arms and legs, full 
breasts, white flashing teeth, she speaks good 
Mandarin and perfect English and she is both nanny 
and store worker, the new bride from Viet Nam 
taking out the trash as the garbage truck comes by 
stopping for everyone to bring their bags out and 
toss them in, garbage workers with yellow straw 
cone hats and heavy gloves, white face masks and 
dirty smeared clothes, the cook chopping onions 


carrots peppers on a chopping block in a corner 
eating place, steam spilling and looping around her, 
sweat coming out on her forehead, it is an old place 
with dusty stone floor, round wooden tables, neither 
doors nor windows just two large openings in the 
stone walls so you could walk in through one and 
out through the other, but now it is getting dark and 
then, very quickly, it is night 


In the early morning I walk through the silent streets 
toward Dong Men, the East Gate. The sun is low in 
the sky that lightens slowly from indigo to violet to 
orange. Clouds move swiftly in the high sky, the 
breeze is sharp and steady. Winter, and the wind 
from the East China Sea is cold. 

Gulls dip and cross each other’s paths, searching, crying 
out shrilly in the early sky. The light reflects from 
the silver water tanks that each apartment building 
has on its roof, each one larger than an oil drum. 
The metal gratings on the second, third, and fourth 
floor porches shine. A light that is on in a top floor 
window shines oil sheet yellow in the purple light. 


The silver metal doorways set in the stone or concrete walls 
are shut fast. The food stalls are still closed — there 
where steamed buns are kept in glass-doored 
shelves and smoked ducks hang upside down in a 
row on metal rods. 

Stray leaves of newspaper and a pink plastic bag blow 
down the street; there are four cats -- one white, two 
black, one orange with stripes -- hurrying in criss- 
crossing patterns along the street. 

One of the stall owners steps out of the green doorway of a 
house, wearing a red quilted jacket and blue work 
pants. His hair is short and grey, he has a stubble 
beard and he draws on his cigarette, bringing it to 


his mouth between thumb and forefinger. Then he 
spits into the gutter and lights the fire under his 
burnt-looking wok. The east gate is white in the 
early morning air. 


And again here street signs mean nothing, and the language 
is a melody of tones I can only just barely discern, 
and cannot understand at all 


And so I can understand nothing at all except faces, except 
gestures, except bodies, I can understand nothing at 
all except sunlight, except the white blue sky, 
except the revving up jet engine of the typhoon, I 
can understand nothing at all except laughter and 
eyes that watch and that observe, I can understand 
nothing at all except the silent thoughts conveyed in 
silent glances, I can understand nothing at all except 
small smiles given as though on the sly, except a 
warm firm handshake, except the rain that comes 
down through the grove of pines trees, except the 
fragrant incense in the temples, except the stillness 
of the temples which yet are not silent and not 
closed off to the day, to the light, to the passersby, 
except the open air markets selling everything you 
name it, except the guava the mango and bala, the 
cherries strawberries bananas apples pears ing tao, 
tsao mei, shang jiao, ping guo, lie tz, except the 
damp bamboo leaves of the unwrapped tzong tz, 
except the fragrant steam and wicker hat boxes of 
the shuei jioa, except the ordinary quickly made but 
nourishing plain food, the mi fen from Hsinchu, the 
chow fen with small shrimp and pieces of egg, the 
beautiful woman with creased skin and strands of 
gray hair loose around her ear who makes it, her 
breasts and her hips still round, her upper arms still 
firm, her one gold tooth, her smile that is always 


ready no matter how busy she is, how much I love 
to watch her, how much I love to say hello to her, to 
exchange smiles, I understand nothing except this 
one working woman, except this one humorous cab 
driver who cannot figure out where it is I want to go 
and who takes me around all over the place showing 
me the town and all with no extra charge, I can 
understand nothing except the desk clerk at the old 
flea bag hotel whose skin is the collar of a steamed 
bamboo leaf, whose white collar is buttoned right 
up and with a thin navy blue tie and who yet does 
not seem to perspire, who gives me directions and a 
smile in perfect English, except the taxis like yellow 
tiles cemented in a traffic jam mosaic down the 
length of five blocks, except the arcade sidewalks 
with thousands of people with tens of thousands, 
and sometimes it seems that every single one is 
beautiful, beautiful women, slim shapely men, no 
one is fat or ugly, no one is pompous or absurd, no 
one is affected, snobbish, bored, blasé, 
disinterested, no one is sophisticated and ironic, no 
one is superior and knowing, no one phony, 
hypocritical, self-righteous, twisted, envious and 
bitter, no one stands apart from anyone, everyone is 
here with everybody else, moving, speaking, 
listening, and I understand nothing except that I am 
here too among them -- how I love you, Taipei, 
where I understand nothing except the tall palm 
trees of the National University, the red brick 
buildings elegant and plain, palm trees with ribbon 
fingers, better than a laurel crown, a crown of 
jungle thicket raised up on a pillar of huge earth 
mover tires, crowns that are the upraised fistfuls of 
hopeful green of the people themselves, broken 
open canisters of green film five 

stories high, illuminated salad bowls of the 


unlimited meal set out for everyone, I can 
understand nothing except the hills around the 
mountain showing through the white mist in patches 
of green in patches of stone like broken off sections 
of cuneiform tablets, I can understand nothing 
except the protests of the farmers and fishermen in 
the courtyards of the government office buildings, I 
can understand nothing except the His Men Ding, 
district of the old film studios, the old tea houses, 
the meeting places of the dissidents, the complex 
secret maneuvers, the terror of the state police 
breaking in at night, nothing except the arrests 
from which some never returned, nothing except the 
self-satisfied look of the bosses, the unspeakable 
vileness of the tortures, such people are human 
garbage, they are piles of shit lying in the American 
pig sty, the Japanese pig sty, the Chinese pig sty, I 
can understand nothing except this crowded city of 
Chinese faces, how I love you Taipei 


Awakened at five in the morning by air raid siren fire the 


police no a car horn stuck no someone’s dog is no 
the Taoist temple down the street a loud ram’s horn 
trumpet sort of thing pointless to name or to 
describe and we are summoned by it but to what? 


Penetrating drill of sound pushed out into the morning a 


purple sky dust feathery clouds the pink and orange 
winter dawn in the courtyard -- a black-green egg 
of leaves from which a street light is cracking 
buildings are cubes of ash lemon gray of security 
lights still on sickly vigilance 


A girl in a black skirt hurries across the street from the pink 


cellar entrance of the karaoke bar gets into a parked 
Mercedes 


Traffic is quickening already and the earliest Tai Chi 


players are moving in the Shuanglien park 


All these unchanged yet changed mere sound mere noise 
no utterance music neither of these stern imploring 
disruptive ungainly sound not dignified no trace of 
beauty in it not human and not animal, not 
mechanical, frightening, startling, sound of 
existence, of mere Being itself blowing into the 
world from the world beyond Being 

Misty envelopes from the sea holding a small dime of sun 
fog covers houses with a thin whitewash dark green 
of the metal railing looks pewter silver yellow sun 
pokes knitting needles through the sky becomes 
slowly then quickly blue buildings streets rice fields 
are complete again the whole white chemical tank 
stands clear a porcelain knob in its razor wire frame 
even the wire is visible and shines the gray 
macadam flood embankments along the river 
sparkle their stones are bright points jackets are not 
needed by midday blinds of the palm trees tobacco 
brown gold green hard to look at in the light of the 
white blue January sky 

Misty after the rain late morning leaves dripping full of 
light summer and storms are curtained in from the 
sea leaves dripping full of light summer and storms 
are curtained in from the sea sweetness like a 
potpourri hangs in the park still flower tea air 
flower tea air 

But more rain is coming smoky folds of clouds around the 
hills puddles splash passing cars yellow cabs swish 
glistening umbrellas crowd and peck umbrellas 

At corners upside down buildings shine at corners upside 
down buildings shine wavy with watery bright 
signs wedged through by blue vending carts 

But green shade is under the heavy wicker tree and quiet 
here and now soft rhythmic dripping red brick 
colored mud with small green vines and a still white 
mist lingers off near the temple 


Morning in the city cars trucks buses the subway 
corridors in space in time shapes cut out facets the 
city becoming diamond it glitters brightly in the 
light from the river the bridges one pumpkin 
colored at dawn one now celadon perhaps the light 
just so flooding 

Water so filled with green and spreading rings of foam 
shielding my eyes I watch it from the window 
spattered with sandy grime bright yellow light 
beams and spotlight circles flood the bus window as 
we pass the edge of some building white pumice 
colored with a pink and magenta add painted onto it 
for something 

Tree's shade afternoon near a parked car goldfish bowl of 
windshield holding upside down trees second story 
beauty shop dance studio pieces of cloud car 
mirrors car windows car roofs flow through side of 
a white moving van helmet of motorcycle rider 
female rider too with a thick swath of dyed copper 
hair all transparent full of light rise from the depth 
of the city then flow away leaving chalky splat of 
bird droppings a yellow leaf pear-amber spotted and 
a lime green leaf 

Sun over office building blue sky windows the seated 
window washer has his squeegee on a burning sun 
hole and a white cloud both at once 

Down here rows of gingko trees each with a metal ring 
around its plot dry soil within clay pipe pale some 
fallen leaves 

Arcade of bright yellow paper aquarium light torn through 
with sun the enclosing rocking movement of the 
shadows sitters with splotched face or dappled dress 
one or two eating lunch 

Bright day reflected off a thousand surfaces car windows 
chrome aluminum awnings over shops parking 
meters traffic signs day is light and facets of light 


traffic is beads of sweat streaming down the city’s 
face it glistens along silver wires toward downtown 
a magnesium bright calcine pool that crinkles 
sparkling 

The city turns sunlight into steel and glass cool white tile 
and so much else even the river is brighter than the 
sky greener than the hills themselves filled with 
long white tracks of boats incisions quickly healed 
like jet contrails in the sky or zippers undone but 
closing seamlessly 

Here in the unknown city and today the harbor is so bright 
gold crosshatching of sunlight across waves jade 
green water near a fishing boat’s water line painted 
black in need of a paint job nets the color of lead 
hang from a small boom of some kind think of the 
depths they go to think of what happens there 
terrible struggles concealed in all things 

Out a ways the light is small sparks from a flint the water 
flat bright gray far out a fishing boat hangs in a net 
of sun glitter like a mosquito that can’t get through 
it is only after a while that you realize it is moving 
stuck zipper of the water’s dress the city skyline far 
off not really beautiful 

Far beyond that high structures of thunderheads the remote 
blue blue distance very vague like half erased 
outlines on a chalkboard unreal looking there will 
be a storm coming up maybe a typhoon but not for a 
while 

Air steamy warm a drizzly mist hangs in the air aerosol air 
but fresh full of green and damp not wet with earthy 
scents surf spray air but not prickly and needle 
pointed gentle soft 

Mist hanging mist drizzle air soft gray at a distance just 
a bit Did I ever breathe before I wonder Did I ever 
see such green as the wet grass beside the river walk 


the river deep gray green cold and flowing fast and 
filled with amber and brown tints 

Under the trees in the park the rain is sifting tapping 
through cool shivers first breezes of autumn 
flowing in from the sea premonitions or as though 
someone had left a back door open in a hot house 
there are tatters of white mist along the mountain’s 
face the crown not visible 

Grey cloud cover over all and moving cloud the light is 
flatter hard Cool rain and sudden gusts of wind 
the droplets strike here there sift through the 
nervous leaves of the bamboo children shouting 
running in the park heavier rain begins falling a 
summer feeling still sudden swath of light through 
the foliage which burns green a moment as though 
re-awakened 

Mothers older sisters come to herd the children in like 
herding cats but then in ragged amoebas they 
get them all knead them a bit amoebas become 
plankton wheels spikes and stars 

A push here push there gesture shout familiar yet strange 
forces pulse through the group unknown forces 

--what childhood memories are made right now? 

indelible 

Eventually they get straight lines rows hand-linked chains 
of contagion Light sieves are combed up the side of 
the mountain’s head white cloud rifts widen 

After a bit I notice suddenly the children are gone the park 
has a strange emptiness like an unused chess board 
or a drained swimming pool 

Mysterious shapes of rain wet the stones here and there no 
pattern but soon it will be really coming down we 
know this but we don’t know everything -- which 
season are we in? it’s hard to tell 

Under the wicker basket trees we walk among birth marks 


of shade tiger stripes of light and dark and I bite 
your throat for a second it’s a joke of course 

Sun motes thicken here sit down wait outside the dense 
loud traffic noise 

Arms and legs reach up reach out a girl’s crotch is spread 
wide open but leafy branches cover it another 
couple over there tangled with shadows set upside 
down in a green light see what she’s doing then a 
few walkers on the path talking distracted gone 
seeing nothing 

Light fills the tree like water an aquarium green water or 
like a thought the mind or is it dreams that fill the 
mind green and sun synapses arterial boughs a 
bird’s nest there it’s like a clot two birds alight the 
whole tree like a deep pool ripples they swim across 
its outer surface what is it that they’re looking for 
but what is everything looking for 

You have an appointment soon (someone else?) no I don’t 
want to know don’t tell me you kiss me again again 
and again and then it’s time and we have to go 

A banyan tree of autumn rain has grown down over the city 
I stand here under one umbrella and several dark 
green rong trees they crowd each other and each is 
itself a crowd a bundle of trunks not one and all 
contending huge root systems range out smooth 
brutal looking like ropey striations of cooled lead 
dense beards of aerial roots hang downward twining 
in mid-air dry twig-like strands twisted in a loose 
weave the ends hanging all undone I am hiding 
under a huge unfinished basket held upside down 
meanwhile outside the city has grown enormous 
and somehow hollow 

Misty nickel gray with faintly luminous white outlines 
grained somewhat fizzy it has receded as though 
beneath an emulsion and yet it seems so much 
louder a waterfall clamor above and all around 


a kind of frying sound a pounding effervescence 
something is being broken down, something else is 
burgeoning you can smell it in the air near the trees’ 
edge splinters of silver seven feet high bore down 
into the paving stones up in the tree an invisible 
bucket pours steadily another one here another 
there further in near the trunks plumb lines of rain 
come down as though a roof were leaking but yet 
there is no roof the tree is not a dwelling but a sort 
of craft wind gusts blow through 

I breathe a cold spray from the sea of everywhere water 
droplets in a stuttering stream bat down heavily on 
my umbrella it becomes a rudder the wind wrestles 
me for even though it’s dry around me I feel 
somehow damp all over suddenly I realize several 
people are here with me it’s as if we were a kind of 
fruit growing here first me and then a few others 
and sure enough as soon as I turn around there are 
already several more we are multiplying rapidly 
each with a ribbed and dome-like stem then layers 
of damp cloth and inside of this the pulp 


A strange elated feeling seems to be with us for a moment 
as though some knot had suddenly come undone 
how wet everything is and looking out into the rain 
no one says anything 

Heavy rain clouds flow through the mountain, it has 
become porous a sponge soaked in milk what makes 
it so big is what passes in and out patches of green 
bloom from it shapes of stone unfold here there 


We see the landscape as it emerges into being Sometimes 
the clouds get heavier full of a dense white mist and 
the mountain becomes more vague is it not almost 
weightless then a frayed fabric its print very 


indistinct in another moment it is entirely invisible 
and yet we still are seeing it 

Layers of heavy clouds pass over the mountain’s face 
gray rain is behind them and a thin transparent 
steam like someone pulling a shower curtain back to 
find a shower and someone taking it in this case it’s 
the mountain, patches of it come out of the white 
and then slide back 


Is it moving there behind the curtain or maybe it’s striding 
along after the rain clouds themselves and these 
flow so fast escaping yet they can barely keep 
ahead of it as it grabs handfuls of them that come 
away in tatters these it flings off to this side or to 
that 

When will the final confrontation take place the immovable 
thing in pursuit the elusive and shapeless forced 
somehow to stand and fight It’s true the mist and 
rain hang on for days sometimes but then quite 
suddenly they disappear 

Light opens its jade jewel box in the mountain’s face 
dazzles it with mirror shine things become clear and 
definite again brighter quicker and the idea of what 
is Good returns 

August night so windy fresh and mild the air no longer 
stagnant and just slightly cool blowing but not yet 
too strong active searching steady and unsteady 
a stirring somewhere in the night awakening in the 
air hectic hypnotic breeze wind agitating trees that 
toss constantly something unpredictable you feel it 
building toward, toward what? 

Every pinpoint of the dark is tense the promise of the 
lightning strike the energy of separation A sound 
like pouring sand is in the trees atoms funneling 
through night’s hour glass leaves like little tickets 
are flashing pale gray 


A typhoon coming toward the south it will be there tonight 
they say but here we’ll only get a summer storm the 
trees will get their leaves all dusted off the night is 
opening -- a threshold, but to what? here in Taipei 

Mist air with rain points very thin rain but heavy thick 
white mist gray air off a little way a group of pines 
tin colored scratchings in a milky solution the 
world is a pearl now luminous opaque I could walk 
to the end come back around to this spot but never 
see more than a little way ahead a little way to right 
or left a little way behind 


Embark one morning dark still arrive in boat one evening 
sand bar leaves in water freezing cold pulling the 
bow up sunset in the river cannot talk to anyone 
cannot speak this language stars are low over the 
trees 

Autumn fields at evening full of fire others come toward 
me from the house across ropes of smoke as though 
out of memory asking who I am 


In brandy colored light in your room a screen of silver and 
then darkness and you near me hair of incense 
smoke I seem to breathe in all of it so dizzy 

Large round bush as tall as a man full of white flowers 
fragrant now a very deep and strong perfume the 
cool damp air carries it so well is full of rain water 
glistens catching light 

Sun just now come out through yellow bright tarnished 
clouds Hard spring rain brought down white petals 
all around it littered on the ground as though after a 
wedding 

When autumn leaves...autumn leaves, a song your face 
ringed with soft light I think of it in the tea cup 
light gold like warm sun a little green fragrant 
leaves warm and clear your eyes your voice as if all 


of you were here memory savored but the cup is 
quickly empty a few drops still slightly warm and 
then the leaves themselves tangled wet mass good 
for only flower beds 

August night so windy fresh and mild the air no longer 
stagnant and just slightly cool blowing but not yet 
too strong active searching steady and unsteady 
a stirring somewhere in the night a wakening in the 
air hectic hypnotic breeze wind agitating trees that 
toss constantly something unpredictable you feel it 
building toward toward what? 

Every pinpoint of the dark is tense the promise of the 
lightning strike the energy of separation A sound 
like pouring sand is in the trees atoms funelling 
through night’s hour glass leaves like little tickets 
are flashing pale gray 

A typhoon coming toward the south it will be there tonight 
they say but here we’ll only get a summer storm the 
trees will get their leaves all dusted off the night is 
opening -- a threshold, but to what? here in Taipei 

The typhoon now over the sky is clear again and the moon 
is beautiful when we look up just by chance 
flashing through the bridge’s cables as we drive 
along tattered yet whole on the small ripples of the 
lake stark over the dipping roofs of the memorial 
even though it’s so brightly lit the breeze is gentle 
again, and we decide to get a beer at some outdoor 
café in Tien Mu 

Sitting there at wooden tables beneath apricot colored 
lanterns (they got them back out so fast) a green 
lime wedge in the neck of a pale gold Mexican beer 
(in the light it looks like brass) I play with a small 
Buddha a Mila Buddha as it’s called the jovial 
round belied bare bellied Buddha of mercy patron 
of earthly as well as of heavenly joy or so it seems 
carved in an inexpensive small piece of jade 


Palm trees sift and sieve the light huge blinds that yet block 
no one’s view they’re made of light and water 
earth and air and something else mysterious 
graceful in any weather and especially at evening 
when the gold slips through their ribbony fingers 
just as it does for poor street vendors here beneath 
them though their fingers are more tight if not 
more strong 

For palm trees are the profligates of light yet charmed and 
reigning ones somehow they wear a crown of light 
although askew 

However much they lose at dusk at dawn there’s always 
more and then still more 

Giving is not better it is all they seem to say we are just 
gateways to the greater view the whole sky full of 
floating blue sand bays and infinite magenta depths 
or else the huge subtropical night filled with heat 
lightning thunderheads and opal moons 

Half molten sun below the edge of roof tops spill of 
bronze and mercurochrome in the river late 
evening’s dense planes of light space so deep now 
clouds yellow green radiant light infinite space 
beautiful city 

Now white walls look tarnished palm trees sift for gold in 
the air find it lose it find it houses are burnt sugar 
cubes not yet dissolved in tea cars dark beads 
crowding the intersection stoplight an abacus some 
slide through others stay headlights on now cars 
are fencers, bright foils contending the whole town 
glitters at the end of day 

Don’t be in such a hurry you want to tell everyone some 
things are counted but some aren't 


Your third floor walk-up an old house on an old side street 
its front porch overlooking a park with huge rong 
trees you made rice noodles and dofu in your tiny 


box-like kitchen your roommate was gone that night 
a bit too hot no air conditioning you brought sweet 
lemonade in coffee cups 

What did we talk about? Your uncle was a monk you said 
and you wanted to visit Australia one day 
you didn’t know what to do after your degree 

Sunset was tinting the tiles of your kitchen wall in the 
living room your bookcases were bathed in living 
light sparkling dust along one shelf a kind of 
listening there between us silent for a moment there 
was a question involving so many things too 
many and then you started to talk about something 
else not abruptly not in the way I’m phrasing it now 
but just quite naturally 

On your porch sipping coffee afterward the trees at night 
were huge dark shapes the full moon bright and 
battered looking shining over them peach colored 
lanterns on the other side of the streeta stray dog 
sitting in the road 

Blue autumn evening blue light smoky and cold scent 
of burning fields at the far edge of town Where am 
I? way lost in a foreign city 

But there’s a street light moon heavy bright huge in the 
gapped rong tree that’s vacant looking like an 
empty hive places where the cold wind wore 
through v’s and ragged patches leaf tatters hang like 
stuffing come out aerial roots are like old wires 
thicker trees up ahead very black 

Sidewalk in rusty light is a square and a square and a 
square of pralines or something delicate and now I 
see the moon and the street leads up toward it a 
lemon drop sucked by the dark tree face the wind is 
wreathing 


But here and now these are the streets of the con night of 
the con 

Rain sliced blue light red light electric blue neon night side 
street people passing shops selling Chinese herbs 
pizza fruit ices Chinese tea sex toys hot pot smoked 
duck shioa bing and yo tiao dresses from India and 
mainland China, jewelry cheap more jewelry 
expensive, the con other places sell other things 
moonlight blue gray shadows through the alleyway 
that winds alongside the elevated train, standing 
smokers made of black ink and a belt gleam then a 
match and two faces in gold chiaroscuro, trees’ 
steady peristalsis of shadow fronds a motor bike the 
alleyway is a zipper ripped open exposing naked 
silence stars above the elevated tracks the con, out 
on the main drag the buildings silicon chip of night 
threaded with a million codes flowing in traces 
weaving the text of light-spun dreams MOTORLA 
SINOPAC ACER the con mascara lash windshield 
wiper rain mesh cab window tapping your fingers 
palpate the flashing streets where are we going linn 
senn bei lu, a fancy hotel a fat ass debouches limo 
doors like gills at first porters like sucker fish 
adhering to an arm a suitcase like pirhanna they 
pick the wide flung chasis clean escort the human 
remains to spotlit pools everything subdued gold 
and wood gleaming, the con the women in 
aquarium light and the music too loud and the 
corporate hookers sauntering there in velvet 
shadows they are made of silk and cosmetics a shot 
of tequila Demerol for some floats them through the 
back alleys and out again toward morning, but it is 
the con again like one of those carnival games 
where you pick the right duck out of the tunnel 
here the girls come wobbling floating out “who you 
choose? who you choose?” on this street at Charlie 


Brown’s, Meilianne’s, the Savanah, girls from 
Beying Shanghai Guangdzhou, Hanoi Saigon 
Manila 


But the circle of the hills around is filled with the open sky, 
the sky is a mouth that sucks the green hill’s 
nipples, the sky is a wave of blue breaking up on the 
earth shore, the white dust of clouds high up are 
the shore mist, the floating spots of cloud are the 
breakers’ white froth 

It is here that they are from where the trees shining into the 
pond make a green iris with a spot of sun in its 
pupil, where tall threads grow up from the earth 
under the water, the open fingers of a hand holding 
the water’s lens upward to the sky, where her hair is 
the falling leaves shining gold and green and faint 
red, where the bright yellow of hay fields is 
thatched into a roof of gold rippling across the 
light’s surface, where the pieces of black soil filter 
down like sand through the green hourglass and 
their clasp down below is sticky and heavy and 
dense, where a million grains of wheat are falling 
through the waves’ pulsation and shimmer, where 
the cells of yellow green pollen are spurted through 
the open shafts and held suspended like enormous 
freight in spot lit cables of gold dust and yet 
however great they never can break the eyelid of the 
surface but remain an eternal possible, a dream 
where the neuron’s of silver flash instantly over the 
bright globe as it hangs down into the sky where the 
silver trout have spawned and shot like arrows to 
the limits of his body of her body, where the 
seething pulp of light behind their eyes drew them 
upward into the funnel of sunlight where they were 
poured upward and through endlessly, where day 
and night and sun and moon shone down into the 


deep pool of her belly from which he drank deeply 
in an ecstatic thirst and where her ripples opened 
outward for him without limit to the edges of the 
world 

The road goes on like a line of chalk drawn between the 
hills and fields that are turning deep green and 
lighter brown and tinted with orange light from the 
setting sun, the barns and houses and fence posts 
and tall silos, all thing standing upright are getting 
counterparts of shadow like stripes painted out 
across the world, the divided up fields of clover and 
alfalfa and corn, the patches of lettuce and the low 
beds of the beans and tomatoes, the mirror flash of 
ponds set off a ways and the water holes nearby 
near a few old and dead trees, a few cows head 
down, not even bothering to look up as we pass by, 
the air that is cool as we drive through blowing fast 
and strong onto our faces, a deep rich and fresh 
scent in it, the scents of a hundred and a thousand 
things in it, hay drying in the pastures, rolled up on 
its side, the mud lot of the barn with pieces of torn 
up green grass at the edges, the grass of the lawn 
going away toward the farm house, the taller grass 
at the edge, the back yard, growing dark now where 
the children are still playing, where they stop now at 
their games to watch the first fireflies beginning to 
sparkle in the depths of the night fields, the smell of 
the fields themselves for the air is growing damper 
in the twilight, near the fence post by the pasture, 
near the plum trees that mark off the corner of the 
garden, near the dark gully overgrown with berry 
vines and sumac and the young bush like trees 


The road goes on through the rice fields set out to both 
sides to the left and right, to north and south, to east 
and west, the squares of rice edged by green grass, 


the shallow water catching spots and glitters of sun, 
the straight rows of the delicate rice plants, the 
small stone house near the corner where an old man, 
wearing heavy dark gray pants, a white tea shirt, 
high boots on his feet a cone shaped hat made of 
straw is walking holding a pail and a small rake, 
gloves on his hands, where the fields of yams are 
planted in low tangles, and are the deepest green of 
all, where the low wall made of red bricks fitted 
together encloses a farmhouse of three small 
building made of orange brick and dark stone and 
patches of concrete and with low swooping tile 
roofs dark swallow tails frozen motionless, where 
there is a small shrine a little ways past the 
compound with some calligraphy inside and a small 
green light, where beyond that on the slope of a low 
hill leading away into a thicket the bamboo poles 
are cut and set in piles on the ground, on the 
opposite side there are peanut plants, on the side 
there are plots of lettuce, cabbages and onions, there 
are low tomato bushes and there are melons and 
two kinds of beans and small square plots of corn, 
the fields along the opposite side have low mounds 
of vines and tangle being burnt and the thin white 
smoke flow away on the breeze as the bus moves 
past under the power lines held by high towers like 
giants dragging wires in their hands, their shadows 
set out like a framework across the yellow and 
green fields turning pink and amber in the sunset 
the road goes on and the night falls quickly as we 
come into the harbor and there is a long building 
made of tile and concrete and steel like a meeting 
hall and yet it is a huge fish market with neither 
doors nor windows just openings in the walls where 
small trucks and people move in and out and on the 
second floor you can see the people still there 


cleaning up under the fluorescent lights, down by 
the harbor there are fishing boats forty and fifty feet 
long, with diesel engines, dark nets drawn up on 
winches, piled like heavy gray mats or hanging like 
gigantic black lace, tied up with hawsers as thick 
three fingers brought together, faint white lines in 
the dark and the water near the pilings is almost 
still, the wide open water to the left leads out into 
the ocean itself and it is completely dark now, you 
can see nothing at all out there not even one single 
light, and further beyond in that darkness there is 
China 


The road goes on down through the south western hills 
coming into the city, down through the suburbs of 
Taoyuan, flat fields of rice on either side of the 
road, small hayfields here and there, blocks of 
apartments made of concrete with silver water tanks 
on the roof, a shrine off by itself in a field, another 
one close to the road, thickets of bamboo near the 
highway, then suddenly an open space with fifty 
buildings scattered in a loose arc, housing 
complexes, buildings with apartments for six stories 
up above and businesses at street level, convenience 
stores, garages for cars and small trucks, a scrap 
metal place, open fields edged with low bushes, the 
mountains of the central highlands visible in the 
distance, wave of dense cloud around them, then 
denser housing and traffic, the buss slows down at 
times it nearly stops, cars and trucks, trucks with 
open beds with cages of chickens piled up seven 
rows high, another truck with cages of pigs, trucks 
with tanks of cooking gas larger than a scuba 
diver’s, a trailer hauling two dozen new cars to a 
dealer somewhere in Taipei, the police in green 
uniforms, the soldiers with rifles, precise neat dress 


shined boots and white helmets, the toll gates and 
the rush of traffic speeding up after it goes through 
like some kind of race and a special lane for trucks 


The road goes on down through the steep hills falling to the 
Taipei basin, the clouds above the hills on both 
sides, the dark thick forest on both sides and then 
the piled up apartment blocks, the same concrete 
and tile buildings, créme colored, silver water tanks 
on top, crammed with people, crowded with small 
businesses at street level, seven eleven, Yoshinoya, 
magical idea, auto body shop, aa clinic of the 
national health service, concrete walls of the 
freeway, the road dipping down more, the bus 
speeding up where possible, and then river and the 
highway across, the overpass above, the huge 
concrete supports, the amusement park to the right 
seen at treetop level, the turn off from the highway 
and then the Long Shan temple, the Chong Ching 
north road, the Taipei main station the steady raging 
of the traffic, the walkway over the street, the 
beggar lying face down, one of his arms is cut off at 
the elbow, both pant legs are empty sleeves below 
the knee he chants and holds out a blue plastic cigar 
box with a splash of coins in it, a monk in yellow 
robes stands at the other end, alms bowl extended, 
showing no emotion, a small thank you if you give 
something, the sights of the city the steam bath air, 
the smell of car exhaust, the steps down into the 
MRT, the cool underground, gleaming tiles, a 
beggar in a corner sleeping on some cardboard 
boxes spread out, an old woman selling chewing 
gum, her one gold tooth, a young man playing a 
saxophone by himself, his case open for small 
change, sights of the city, sounds of the city 


And I come to see you, riding in a cab down through the 
Zhong Shan north road, riding down through the 
Dun Hua south road and the fancy apartment houses 
for rich people, tree lined boulevard, a lawn 
between the two lanes, benches set out under the 
trees, little Paris Taipei has sometimes been called, 
and then the Ba De Lu, the over pass, the poorer 
neighborhoods, and I come to see you, sights of the 
city, sounds of the city, people of the city, my 
people, how I love you Taipei 


And I come to see you, flashing past the Chang Kai Shek 
memorial, white gates and white stone walls and 
purple roof, and I come to see you, I am walking 
down Jinn Shi street, I am walking past the Taipei 
House, I am walking out past Yong Chun street and 
down near the Jen Dow restaurant, the small hotels 
that rent rooms for one hour, and the cab driver with 
good English pulling up slow and asking me his 
question, would you like a young lady for the night, 
sir? 


And I am coming to see you, through the streets of the 
city the sights and sounds, the people of the city, 
your people my people, and I come to see you 
past the presidential mansion, walking up to the 
Linn Senn Bei Lu, turning into an alleyway, and 
then another alleyway, there where Jane works, 
there where Lilli works, there where Sharina 
from Viet Nam works 


In the dark room, in the small dark room with one bed 
one dresser old and with strange scorings along one 
side, one dripping air conditioner, one faintly 
yellow light near the cheap vanity 

In the dark room where there is a shower tap around 


the corner, the floor tiles always faintly slippery, 
an industrial chemical smell, or sometimes a 
camphor smell, and near the toilet a plastic pail 
with a plastic liner into which one drops the used 
toilet paper, smeared with shit, because the 
plumbing cannot accept it, you drop it there and 
a girl will take it out later, and there is a roach in 
the corner looking black in the dim light, then 
gone, and in the room there is a table for giving 
massages covered by a sheet of white paper, the 
table is three feet wide and six feet long and it 
feels just like a weight lifting bench, there is an 
amber light above the door, there is an intercom 
near the door but it does not work, a remnant of 
better times, there is the smell of camphor and of 
roach spray that lingers in the back of your 
throat 


And yet how beautiful you are in the dim room, how 
beautiful you are in your life so different from mine, 
how beautiful you are, your slim soft arms, your 
shoulders, the hollow near your collar bone, the side 
of your neck, the black hair spilling there into a 
whirlpool, your ear like a little shell, your high 
cheek bones, your wide mouth your white teeth, 
your broad flat nose your deep eyes very round and 
almond like both at once, uncanny eyes, how 
beautiful you are, your chest, your ribs, your 
breathing that I can feel, your beating heart that I 
can hear, your soft breasts, the dark medallions of 
your nipples, your belly, your navel, how beautiful 
your vagina is to me, a crease that opens into folds 
and then more folds and then a small channel inside 
of you, how beautiful your legs are, how beautiful 
your ankles and your two bare feet, how beautiful 
are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter 


Who are you, you are from Tauyuan where your 
mother is a hairdresser and your father tends 
bar, your brother drives a delivery truck, hauling 
boxes of drinking water, heavy boxes in 100 degree 
heat all day long, you have a day job at a day care 
center and you do this on the side, they do not 
know, no one knows your real name 

Who are you, you are from Ping Dong, the old time city 
in the far south, at the island’s southern tip, 
filled with gangsters and with few foreigners and 
so for this reason I am very strange to you and 
you are very shy and yet still friendly, no one 
knows that you do this, no one knows your real 
name 

Who are you, your parents own a candy store in 
Shuanglien, an old part of the city, you work in 
the open air market there that runs the length of 
five city blocks, laubahn and his wife make bau 
tz and you help and wait on customers, no one 
knows that you do this, no one knows your real 
name 


But it is a city of work as well: the harbor at Kee Long in 
the spring night and the harbor is cool, windy, 
darker than the rest of the night it seems even 
though it is lit with the lights of ships -- freighters 
and fishing boats that ride in cat’s cradles of wobbly 
light and mercury tatters with smeared beads of 
blue, deep orange, or electric green in constellations 
through the surface of the water, as well as in the 
night air; across the water safety lights are nodes of 
phosphorous that ripple and leak outward to black 
oil, other lights, upside down cables, half ships, half 
wharfs and half tires fold down into the night below 
the wharf, and there are water sounds near the 


pilings. 
My skin tingles a little hearing them. Where are they going, 
these lights, or those other ones ? 


It is a city of work as well city of labor city of effort 
foresight and intelligence city of craft and art city of 
ardor the ardor of labor and the labors of love and 
passion city of building of construction city of the 
free people rising upward where there are crowds 
moving traffic 


Now and now again there is a repeated dropping of a half 
filled sack of rice, there are workmen bare chested 
in the heat sweat shining on their shoulders on their 
thick arms and straight firm legs 


The backs of their trousers are very roundly filled, their 
waists are slim and they have broad shoulders; 
lifting, their spines stretch powerfully up and their 
stomachs reach upward and the v where their legs 
come together in the front is alive and strong and 
the v where their legs come together from behind is 
graceful and they are dropping heavy loose sack of 
rice one after the other, one drops his sack setting it 
down from his shoulder and it almost looks like a 
child there on his arm, but the warm sacks are piled 
onto each other in the sun, one after another of them 
comes and throws down his sack on top of the 
others before, pairs of legs move back and forth 
through the light, pairs of hands touch and grasp, 
pairs of arm lift, pairs of shoulders carry, sacks are 
held to one chest after another, there are sweat 
stains on the cloth 


The backs of trousers are walking down the crowded 
streets, full and strong, silent and graceful, and you 


can feel the strength that is in them just by looking, 
and you feel as though you would like to look into 
each of them to see what is there and to touch them 
there, she remembers seeing the fruit piled in the 
market, and the bunches of onions, the rows of fish 
set out on ice, the hands touching everything, the 
men carrying large boxes easily, their fronts with 
their zippers tense and steady and pointing straight 
up like arrows, there are more men carrying heavy 
sacks in their arms and flinging them up onto the 
back of a truck with quick arches of their backs and 
a pushing up of their stomachs and a spring of their 
knees and feet fronts of trousers, shoulders, arms 
and hands, moving through the crowds and along 
the streets and in the markets, going up and down 
flights of stairs with a quick energy, with no effort, 
loose and firm, and light and weighty, sometimes 
keys jiggling in their pocket or a cell phone on their 
belt 

Trousers and shirts, square shoulders, v shaped backs and 
narrow hips are moving through the subway, 
stepping into taxis, opening doors, entering silently, 
their backs disappearing through the glass 

Pairs of hands with strong wrists, ropey forearms, pairs of 
hands square and with short strong fingers, pairs of 
hands precise and careful, knowledgeable, skilled, 
pairs of hands that take up tools, take up hammers, 
heavy objects, wooden objects, metal, oil and 
lubricant, paint and varnish, fragrant, intoxicating, 
poisonous 

Hands with lathes and drill bits, wrenches, calipers and 
spirit levels, plumb lines, weights suspended, 
hanging bags in slings, boxes set in squared off 
rows along the floors of warehouses, placed in order 
on high metal framed shelves, calloused hands 
around wooden broom handles, on the thick wooden 


handles of heavy sheers, in the hot dangerous 
workings of an engine, around explosive power 
lines 

Hands in white sleeves cooking over hot griddles, handling 
sharp knives and cleavers swiftly, chopping orange 
carrots, yellow onions, pale green celery, frilly 
leaves of dark green lettuce, limp and crinkled, stiff 
curved up peppers, green and red, beads of water 
still on them, pale mushrooms smelling like cellar 
bins, 

Hands around vats of boiling oil, hissing woks, avoiding 
clouds of burning steam, clean hands with a bead of 
sweat along a wrist wiped quickly away, fingers 
working through slick chicken breasts, inside the 
translucent ribs of a turkey, slicing pieces of a 
smoked duck with its skin the color of brass 

Hands holding precise instruments, in the laboratory, in the 
clinic, in the operating room, hands working 
calculators, writing formulae, making notes 

Arms moving through the crowds and along the streets and 
in the markets, in long sleeved shirts, in short 
sleeves, in work shirts, thick arms and slim, rough 
and gentle, carrying heavy boxes, carrying tools, 
carrying, guiding, showing, point out, gesturing on 
street corners, arms hanging loosely at sides, arms 
akimbo, arms spread wide to laugh, to wave hello, 
to place around a shoulder 

There are shoulders moving smoothly through the crowds, 
shoulders turning and moving past, shoulders 
draped in thin cotton, in linen, in sweat shirts, in tea 
shirts, bare shoulders, shoulders banded with leather 
straps or with plastic straps or cords, carrying brief 
cases, bags, carrying luggage, carrying mail, 
shoulders spotted with shadows underneath the trees 
of the walking path, shoulders of someone seated on 
which a child is sleeping 


Sleeping faces, sleeping eyes, sleeping faces with rough 
beards, sleeping heads with thick black hair, faces 
turning, thinking, observing, faces and necks 
turning and bending, faces speaking, listening 
inclined, smiling, laughing, faces of men 

Men with square jaws, sharp, defined, speaking words into 
phones placed back in plastic troughs, narrow 
precise lips speak into cell phones, low voices, 
clear, relaxed and jocular, authoritative, strong, 
men with narrow faces, men with broad grins, and 
men with silent narrow eyes, men with luminous 
eyes and men with thoughtful ones, quiet, with the 
look of scholars, of doctors, painters and 
calligraphers, the look of workmen, alert and 
careful, the look of traders, active and gregarious, 
making jokes, the look of bar tenders, listening, the 
look of monks, silent not quiet, inwardly and 
outwardly knowing, troubled men, considering, 
thoughtless men, impulsive, reckless, young men on 
motorcycles, driving cars fast down through the 
narrow alleyways, older men sitting in the park 


Lunch time and walking down the Dun Hua South Road 
through the overpass with the metal sculpture of 
Don Quixote on his horse I think it is they are 
tearing up the street again dark brown workmen 
with no shirts a bare pipe gleams silvery metallic 
blue like a horsefly’s wings do they have horse flies 
in Taiwan two guys sit on the truck gate eating 
lunch from small white boxes near the Da Long 
court apartments a woman in an orchid pink skirt 
slit up the side hair half way down her back silver 
stiletto heels high sharp cheekbones and dark 
glasses and then gone behind the wrought iron 
electronic gate four yellow cabs in a knot on a small 
side street one blocking the way of the other three 


who are blocking each other a vendor with a blue 
cart making neiyo bing I would think it was too hot 
for cream-filled cakes to each his own down that 
street or lane as they’re all called night club signs in 
the mid day are like snuffed out candles the sun will 
kill you here I stop in at a Seven 11 for a bottle of 
water the bell rings loud as I cross the threshold the 
clerk is just as quick with his mei guon ling which 
means welcome and a beautiful smile too straight 
white teeth broad face a flat nose copper skin very 
Taiwanese polite and shy young guy maybe twenty 
on the Ba De Road near Taiwan TV the stars of 
local television sit-coms and soap operas loom 
above the sidewalk smiling deities at the temple 
gate the blue hot sky burns the sun presses down a 
parking meter curves into the vaguely blue fishbowl] 
of the taxi cab windshield as I am opening the back 
seat door another smile and an amused nod at my 
foreigner’s Mandarin finally out of the sun 


Trees overshadow the tiny park a circular courtyard paved 
with field stone broken in jagged piece and 
cemented in a rough mosaic two stone benches are 
set at right angles to a third everything roughly 
hewn here makeshift but beautiful anyway rough 
thoughtful beauty dusty old 


Afternoon light is stark against the concrete wall across the 
street a new apartment house but here under the 
trees it is gold and soft bright clover shapes slide 
across the stones leaf shadows are like tiny masks 
laughing and shaking the tree branch above is a 
water serpent asleep in a green pool of light 
Autumn winds are beginning to come a typhoon 
two weeks ago usually there are old men here 
reading newspapers talking but not today strange 


since it’s beautiful today yet old men are 
unpredictable 

When the breeze picks up the light shapes dance and toss 
veins dilate brighten scales flex black claws of 
twigs flailing a breathing bellows of sun-gold roars 
as the wind gusts stiffening through light-wings 
flashing for a second then everything is quiet on the 
floor the spots of light reveal a leopard or a fawn 
asleep although it is invisible 

The stones are like chunks of rubble dusty with the city’s 
grime crude hacked pieces of a jig saw that will not 
fit the trees’ diagrams veined with granuled rivers 
of cement they are like a map of some unknown 
region, ancient, forbidding 

Is there a great wall here as well is it this thin lip of cement 
along one uneven line of stones here where a red ant 
hurries its shadow thrown against some pale sand 
grains 

Parked motorcycles crowd the sidewalk opposite leaning 
the same way like toppled dominoes the afternoon 
traffic is getting heavier soon everyone will be 
getting out of work 

Beautiful city, where times intersect, where the powers are 
seen and not seen, where at moments a god will 
touch down here or there, what will become of 
you? 


It is anew world even though it is an old one, it is an 
old world even though a new, and I enter it a visitor 
from elsewhere, stepping down from 40,000 feet, 
crawling through, threading my way through the 
mirror world that always confronts the traveller 


Can I touch the other in any case? Can I break through the 
surface of the mirror that is placed in front of you, 
that rises up from the shards of buildings of the 


destroyed country that I have crawled out of, 
destroyed by bankers and their usury, where is the 
true homeland, where can it be found? 


Come to me now, my truly and my falsely loved, my 
precious , my undeserved, there is no happiness 
apart from you, there is no light, no warmth, no 
hope, no joy, you whom I glimpsed that morning on 
the traffic’s bank, you whom I never knew, waiting 
there in line, you the very image, moving within 
yourself, your time quite different from my own, 
enveloping your own quite separate and 
unfathomable life 

You whom I saw so often offering yourself to light and air 
and wind, the crowded city took you, and you 
vanished in the purple dusk, smoke of winter 
evening, and my solitude is filled with grief, and yet 
so suddenly you’re there, becoming the very image 
of desire, leaving it 

You rose and put a robe on, your black silk robe How 
wonderful your skin was, yet silk made it even more 
wonderful, how maddening my desire for you was. 
Yes, the absolute torment of your beauty became a 
thing of touch, to touch again and yet again. 


Yet I could never find the image of your softness, 
understand it, master it, defeat it -- moth wings, rose 
petals or the boa’s underside, the softest of all 
foreskins, what was the truth of your body? Did I 
ever feel it? know it? And what did you desire? My 
fingers trailing on your nipples when your bra had 
slipped askew, your hair like an autumn leaf 
between your legs, your silken wetness, then the tip 
of my very tip, the underside with its threadlike 
cord, the remnant of a wound, my heart laid bare, 
spread eagle in the darkness as the fire poured out 


its heat 

Our skin was still a cover for the fire, and so we tore it off, 
tore it away from what we really were — yes, it was 
we who were the tinder piled in the metal grate, we 
the rising figures in the flames, we the blackened 
flue, the twisted iron, the heavy heavy stone. 

The wings of the fire that burst forth beating up after the 
logs have caught, the up draft, the ascending braids 
of gold and white sparks twisting in a helix 
ascending as we stand amid the wake of heat, shiver 
of warmth around us then as light beats all its wings 
I walked into the fire and then called for you 

See it’s all quite harmless, come, I said .J motioned you to 
enter, extending both my hands. 

You entered and we moved and shone within each other, 
separating from ourselves, becoming four, then 
eight, sixteen, uncountable: radiant sound was light, 
light and light echoing, petals of flame fell round us 


Now I drink the infinite perfume of your hair to bury 
my face in it as though at a spring shake it like a 
scented handkerchief perfume like memories 
permeates the air 


Whole worlds are lost in its depths if you only knew all that 
I see all that I sense yet can barely touch 


There is a dream inside of it, of masts and sails, contains an 
unknown sea, a deeper space a bluer sky in the 
ocean of your hair I hear the singing of songs at a 
tropical seaport I glimpse ships of every kind 
outlined against a sky of resonating/ringing heat 

At the blazing hearth of your hair I breathe the odor of 
tobacco mixed with opium and brown sugar in the 
night of your hair the boundless depths of sky in the 
darkened beaches of your hair the mingling scents 


of tar of musk of incense and of coconut oil are 
what I breathe and dream of 


It is that landscape where I want to take you, it is that 
landscape in which I search for you, it is that 
landscape in which I find you 


But in what world do we find ourselves, in what world do 
we find ourselves together, exploring it together in 
love with each other, fascinated with each other, 
infatuated with each other, with the mystery of each 
other, exploring each other, loving each other, even 
though we do not understand each other, and even 
though we never will 


And yet we are stepping down into a different world 


The sea below, green, purple, amber; ice blue sunset. 
Burning cigarette end of sun. Gun barrel 
of tunnel. 

Bullet train flying backward. Red sepia landscape, film 
frames in the windows, pulled tight. Cut by 
blackness. 


Compression of inward silence. the underwater shadows, 
and the deeper silence, restive, leading up to the 
decompression of release 


And then the bursting out into light. 

And the high conic sections of light, ginger ale gold, now 
step through the cabin. the Huge forms of day. And 
they are gathering outside the widows more brightly 


still. And there is sky again. Morning. 


And those who love, love for what reason? 


Two heads side by side, dark entanglements bathed in the 
morning’s gold, shoulders and arms pressed 
together 

And the light of her face, and her mouth draws steadily on 
its straw, her tongue circles it like a slow ceiling 
fan, and it is her breathing itself, said sometimes to 
be the soul, tantra of sand grain moments, as though 
on a still warm beach, and the hourglass lets fall all 
of its gold, buries the written insignia of her hand 

And the compass legs of her legs opened above me. The 
room turns, like a plane banking, and we fly with 
each other into the elsewhere and then there is a 
moment, it is now and you speak it out loudly, at 
first to the room itself, or to space in general and 
then it is my name, and yet I am searching for it 
deep in this obscurity where I can never find it, 
where I must find it 


And then how beautiful are your two bare feet in the light, 
O prince’s daughter, the joints of your thighs are 
like jewels, your belly is white lilies, is handfuls of 
golden wheat, and you pull me now with both 
hands drawing me up; I must gather you now, 
gather you slowly and carefully, with a very precise 
care into the water that is filling me 


The bed is a narrow slip, a boat slip tilted down into the 
lake, a green tongue of weeds rising upward into it 
but with the softness of the water, the edges of the 
water opening their spaces further and further up, 
finding them 


I am finding you more and more, you are racing ahead and 
yet I am still catching you anyway 


Who? Who is there? Tell me who you are 


We first knew each other under the spotted light and 
shadow of the park’s walking path, points coming 
through to each other then, but only points, quick 
leopard spots of perception 


And our faces slowly filling in, our bodies filling in, your 
arm hanging down by your side, your wrist, your 
hand, your two legs in jeans, and you walk along, 
striped by the light, it is a tiger sauntering, through 
the elastic shadows 

Pools of light-spotted water, stilling at moments, letting 
you show through 

You are speaking to me, with your soft voice, laughing, 
bright in the encompassing silence, in the humid air, 
the scent of the trees, the dirt path 


Our conversation is points trying to link themselves into a 
chain, spots of light, trying to become a bracelet 


Falling through to the silence drawing close around, 
leading us into the trees that part away from the 
path 


You make a gesture with your hand to shoo away some 
hanging leaves, and then a mosquito in front of your 
face that you wave past like a bad smell and I slip 
the fingers of my hand around your arm, my 
fingertips touch your skin the way your hair touch 
your shoulder 


Pools of light-spotted water, stilling at moments, letting 
you show through 


You are speaking to me, with your soft voice, laughing, 


bright in the encompassing silence, in the humid air, 
the scent of the trees, the dirt path 


Our conversation is points trying to link themselves into a 
chain, spots of light, trying to become a bracelet 


Falling through to the silence drawing close around, 
leading us into the trees that part away from the 
path 

You make a gesture with your hand to shoo away some 
hanging leaves, and then a mosquito in front of your 
face that you wave past like a bad smell and I slip 
the fingers of my hand around your arm, my 
fingertips touch your skin the way your hair touch 
your shoulder 


How real you become to me then, how real, there is a kind 
of amazement that flows through both of us 


Do not compare it to anything, it cannot be compared I 
want you only to remember it now 


And once. I kissed you very lightly, just our lips touching 
.... [ran my fingers over your back and drew you to me. 


I slipped my fingers beneath your shirt, touching your soft 
nipples, gathering them, feeling them get fuller, 
blossoming 

Before long, you were naked in the middle of the room, 
smiling. I tell you to stand there and close your eyes 
and not to move. I put on soft music and take off the 
lights... 

You don’t know where I am as I come back silently...the 
hair on the back of your neck -- your spine itself up 
and down -- feel toward me as I approach, and 


somewhere inside your back, and two points 
somewhere in your hips 
You feel me there, though I am not there yet 


Impossible to describe, in the darkness, her mouth, but not 
speaking, she is smiling in a certain way, but she is 
not speaking, and yet she is not silent 


One finger, two, together, circling, inside a pocket, 
searching, but slowly, searching, a finger touches, 
tastes the darkness all around itself, not only at its 
tip, but all around it, at its edges 


A green stem in the sunlight stretched up toward its own 
leaves, the stem and the leaves joined together at 
that point, the light all around almost yellow, shows 
a fine down on the leaves, cilia along the stem, 
shining 


And the taste of the wine and of her cigarettes, kissing so 
hard, two open jars trying to pour into each other 


The tip of her finger hovers along the fabric, a smile 
growing inside her kiss 


She touches the down of the fabric, her hand almost not 
there, and yet never not there, never reaching 
further in, but never leaving, never stopping 


To coax the eel from the cave, just the warmth of her body 
through the water, just the movement of her hand 
through the water can do this 


Her thumb alone, like a brush stroke, finding the cave 


mouth, finding the eel’s mouth, with only the 
slightest touch 


The tip of her index finger, and her thumb, a gathering 
motion like taking up a pinch of salt. 


Sliding down, my forehead against her dress. Her knees fall 
straight to each side, with her heels up on the bed 


Sudden dark triangle, the serpent’s tongue not yet the 
serpent touches the apex and touches the base Her 
hips bones roll a bar up toward the ceiling, her 
many subtle adjustments 


The honeycomb of the darkness holds landscapes like paper 
flowers opening, and she speaks to them, calling 


The passageway opens itself more darkly, small leaks run 
down the wall, craze the wall more and more, 
breaking it slowly 

And she holds a magic globe below her navel, 
remembering with eyes closed her incantations 


Black beetles are running up and down her legs, she is 
thrilled and opens them wider, her legs shout out to 
them now she is a fish cast up to the air, a long hook 
inside her, she works herself trying to adjust it, 
trying to break free, but not really, catching it to 
herself more deeply 


Luminous hemorrhage of night’s artery, outside the blinds 
The blinds spill a patch of wood grain, a peacock 
tail eye, on the sheet, close to the place where they 
are hurrying 


She is a goldfish now, holding steady in dark water, 
drinking it with her mouth 


Dipping down so far, lips, teeth touch the pool’s very 
bottom 


A white candle is lit inside her mouth, its light shines in a 
dark room 


The candle melts against the room’s low ceiling, wax 
droplets of light fall through her 


He sucks the amber knots of the wood grain 


He splits the grain from bottom to top, her legs flat on the 
mattress, her feet pointed outward he gathers her 
waist into his and holds her in place with his chin, 
pausing then, suddenly, slowing himself, adjusting 
inside her 


And now his ritual can begin, and he wants it to go on 
forever, gathering of crinkled ruff, slicking back 
sliding in with sometimes deeper sometimes 
shallower touches 


All animals move through his body now, appearing and 
disappearing, and sometimes he is a dog, with a 
dog’s panting, shallow, quick, movements or else, 
at times, he is a lion, holding the female steady as 
he enters slow, deep, the almost complete 
withdrawal every time, torso very still at times he 
uses the violence of a stallion, its tremendous 
suddenness or else he bites her -- here, there -- on 
her shoulder and on the back of her neck, and she 
tingles through her whole body everywhere as he 
does it, as he holds himself into her, lining the two 


of them up and holding, sinking his teeth into her, 
as the male shark does to the female,or then he 
forces her down into a sudden stillness, so that for 
just a second they are two beetles, but then, like the 
blood coming back into a leg fallen asleep, a 
warmth comes back into him, and he does not move 
back into him, and he does not move there is a 
deeper possession, and he floats upon her, over her, 
feeling in rapt stillness himself inside of her, not 
moving at all for long seconds 


Perhaps it is then that they come together most completely; 
there is a purring inside of them that they pass back 
and forth, a secret language of whispers and 
breathing, not given at all to the air, nor to space, 
nor to any of the others around 


He tries to sense all of her past lovers inside her body now, 
he tries to feel all through her for the others, but 
they have vanished 


She feels the warmth of him up inside of her, noting his 
particular style, and all men are so beautiful to her, 
how much she loves them, although by now she has 
slipped away into her own privacy, she is a dead 
weight nearly, and yet he does not mind, pillows 
pushed aside, as irrelevant, and he cages her head 
with his forearms, his teeth set in her hair 

And he is almost where she wants him to be, and yet he 
does not want to be there yet instead he wants to be 
in all the places where she does not want him, and 
now he holds her definitively, not at any single 
point but everywhere 


He spreads his legs wider in order to spread hers further 


apart and she raises her knees, and runs the inside of 
her feet up and down the back of is calves and her 
heels up and down the back of his thighs 

Her movements are slow and calm like a swimmer 
swimming on her back and with great leisure, 

But his movements are not like this and after a few minutes 
increasingly they are not even the slightest bit 
gentle and the bed shakes so that the loose head 
board begins to tap against the wall 


If you saw them now you would know that he possesses her 
entirely, if you heard them you would hear at first 
the soft quick stamp of the mattress and his low 
murmurs as though of deep approval, and you 
would hear her quick high pants that sound like 
pleadings, and then you would hear his heavy 
throaty sounds and her response to them as he grips 
her with all his strength 


How hard men can sometimes grip women at such 
moments, how deeply the glans penetrates, and then 
at last you would hear his low rhythmic ultimate 
sounds, and her cries that show she is completely 
his now, and she experiences a sort of ecstasy, even 
though it is all quite ordinary 


And he possesses her completely, even though he is only 
one of many, and he leaves the very substance of 
himself inside of her, and in recesses of her memory 
she will never forget his particular ways and his 
body, for every man is so different from every 
other one, and at a certain level she loves every one 
of them, and remembers every one of hem and will 
always remember even if she does not want to 


He tells her all of this in inarticulate murmurs and she 


agrees to it into his ear, but revises it all one second 
later, somewhere inside her brow 

He knows that she is doing this, and that she must, and so 
he assuages her, stilling himself within her for a few 
moments, for he must consider what she is 


But then the process must start once more, each time as 
though from a different angle 

Now he gives up subtlety completely, but in such a way 
that neither of them can know where these things 
will lead 

She hangs on to him, holding on, as he rushes ahead 
grabbing further pieces of her sequentially under the 
loose sheet 


Her knees point outward, only his lower back seems to 
move, and the room is almost silent 

She is pummeled with great care, with murmured relish, by 
the fists that his whole body is, it is not merely 
penetration, it is everything, his eyes are narrowed 
in concentration, an undeniable power is his 

And so now, far from brutal, though brutal, a profound 
fastidiousness possesses him 

He touches her everywhere through her skin, through her 
legs, through her hips and her belly, her tongue is 
for him the miracle of all 

His hands run up and down her sides and then he gathers 
her thighs around himself, she crosses her ankles 
behind him and is stroking his hip bones with the 
inside of both her thighs, raking them behind his 
round tight buttocks now and then, and she feels the 
strength of his hips and legs and thighs 

How women adore a physically strong man no matter 
what they say, not to be dominated by him but to 
feel his enormous massive rough power, so 
different it from their flexible strength 


And she wants to grip him with a gritty satisfaction like 
gripping a rough coarse beautiful clean cloth, like 
running your fingers through rough prickly warm 
sand, feeling his deep rough power and exciting 
strength, it is the reason women gasp and groan the 
way they do, and so it is as though her thighs are 
lips and his pelvis is a cock, and she wants his entire 
body to orgasm inside of her and all around her, she 
wants to feel him take his pleasure inside of her, 
she wants to feel his excitement get more and more 
frenzied, as it always does -- a penis inside a vagina 
which, as its glans and frenulum and foreskin 
become more unbearably alive practically stand 
beside themselves tormented by the artful precise 
relentless tickling of a woman’s vagina, so that they 
seem to want to leap forward out of themselves 
entirely, as though an arm would try to punch itself 
free of its sleeve 

And what a man feels then is the physical visceral 
equivalent of the most intense beauty 


And so in the only secrecy that is shared, he divulges his 
secrets into her, and she opens her mouth to take 
them and then he speaks to her more loudly still, 
emphatically, and they both say the same to each 
other, confessions torn out by him, and yet by her, 
divulged spoken into her, and into him, in a way she 
can never unspeak, in a way he can never unhear 


These thoughts swarm like blood cells inside him, the 
handle so strong then, she cannot get away from it, 
yet she does not want to, it hurts and yet still she 
swallows around it, her belly swallows around it, 
and then all the rest of her does 

Her two legs, the inner edge, like index finger and thumb, 


spread, are holding an invisible something, with 
tension, behind his back 

She is lifting this heavy thing and he is helping her lift; 
crepe mouth of the gladiola, wood grain of handle, 
gardener’s hand working the spade to the ground 
and now she lies on a dim bed sheet, her thighs 
point to the wall past her head 

And they are two dogs made of butter in the green 
moonlight, sliding together 

Their base melting partly away, he flows behind her, and 
they are two layers of marble grinding a feather 
between them 

He is a gargoyle impending her right shoulder, she is a wolf 
snarling back smiling, her eyes closed, and her face 
is still for a moment, her mouth open like a 
ceramic figurine 

And his pelvis is a fiddlehead fern curled upward to hers, 
his hand on the globe of her buttocks, and he pushes 
it with slow rhythmic statements forward and up 

He seems to be looking down into her, and he kisses her up 
and down her back, placing his mouth on her 
shoulder, cupping her two breasts gently with his 
palms, and his love for her then is complete 


It is morning, and he has fallen face down onto the sand, 
gathering it toward his chest with both his forearms, 
trying to hold it with his elbows, gripping onto it 
deeper with his stomach, which cannot quite grasp, 
and therefore it is helped by a third hand, pushing 
up under the edge of the wooden table that he is, 
yet so heavy, although so light, so light, and the legs 
hit the floor, here, there, there 

He is an inch worm on the leaf of her belly there is a ledge 
inside her and his throat is placed onto it, a cord is 
gathered around it but his neck rejoices in the 
bumper of milkweed placed beneath his chin, he 


shrugs his shoulders more quickly as though to 
work himself free of his shirt, his arm tries to punch 
itself free of its sleeve, he is a car through a car 
wash with pinpricks of effervescent damp air and 
both his throats are shouting out into the space 
ahead of them, the place they are trying to get to 
which they can never reach, never come near; the 
underside of a fish, the water streaming past, and a 
line in its mouth, runs the whole length of its belly 
fastened to a point at the river’s bottom 

there is a ledge inside her and his throat is placed 
onto it, a shell forming around his yoke, a hand 
grabs a weed and pulls it by the roots, there is a clod 
of dirt there and crumbs sprinkle down onto the 
hand held out, and her hand is moving its fingers 
underneath him, feeling the grains fall 


In travail and yet dreaming, someone holds a dandelion 
puff near her ear, blowing onto it, then laughing 
into it and blowing some more, and then she begins 
to laugh too, although more loudly, her spine laughs 
and the two candles lit inside her hips are finally 
blown out 

She feels the candle smoke wound to a thread inside of her 
pulled upward now, and a loud gust of laughter, and 
there is hilarity in the room, the adjustments of 
space itself, the triviality of time 


His face dips down into the streaming water, and he seems 
to be drinking from an invisible fountain near her 
cheek, he sees the joke now, far down somewhere 
in the mattress, he must nail its head, once, twice — 
trying to touch it in some way, and then he tries to 
taste it inside her shoulder, inside her hair, and then 
there is another loud gust of laugher, and there is 
hilarity in the room, quaking adjustments of space 


itself, the triviality of time They hold the thread 
between them with their two stomachs, trying to 
hold it, but it slips away and they must find it, 
trying to hold it longer, they tickle each other with 
the feather they have held between them through the 
whole night, in doing this they invent ten-thousand 
new kinds of laughter, and they laugh out loud for 
everybody else to hear 

He is working it around inside of her; she is smiling at him 
all the while, she knows he can never reach what he 
is aiming for, and she feels his other part, 
depending, knocking, in its sweetness, and she 
brushes her fingernails around it as though to twirl 
it into a knot how cool they are and lovely against 
her palm as she holds him there, and they study 
each other’s faces and exchange a thousand secret 
jokes, in doing so they invent a thousand new kinds 
of laughter, and they laugh out loud for everyone to 
hear, this is the secrecy that does not need privacy 
and it entangles their fingers and toes in each other, 
wraps their arms around each other, like two 
windblown sweaters on a clothesline embracing 
then he feels downward entirely for the rest of her, 
she feels for him with her whole body, there is a 
new understanding then between them, and she 
knows what he is thinking; now he is a vine that 
opens all its leaves, drawing in her sun, soaking in 
her rain, the bottle is quite full and so it only waits 
to be poured, but he will not pour it out yet 


And so once more he is working a feather around inside of 
her, her legs are two feathers up and down the back 
of his; she is smiling at him the whole time, they 
study each other’s faces and exchange secret jokes 


In this a man knows the deepest possible delight, it is not 
pleasure, it is not joy, it is delight, knowing no time 
but only rhythm, knowing no self but only selves, 
skin within skin, grasped, smoothed out, spread 
away, re-grasped, drawn around and in someone is 
pulling her veils down from her and gathering them 
around himself, working himself further into them, 
never losing his grip, never satisfied, grabbing 
always more, she is the unaccountable, the newly 
found treasure, the irreplaceable 


And she opens herself to al of him now, and she opens 
every part, she is like a star fish on a beach, his sun 
all the warmth and light around her, her nipples 
blossoming, reaching their petal to the air, and the 
closed eyelid between her two legs weeps for joy 


He places both his hands underneath her buttocks touching 
her shoulder with his throat, moving only a part of 
himself, with all the rhythmic energy and precision 
of a workman, pushing her fabric up into a tent then 
pulling it all back down, reshaped to an impression 
of his entrances and exits; loose flowing skin more 
alive than any strength can be, inexhaustible, subtle, 
soft, and so he lets it stay bunched up just a little bit 
inside the frills the loose sheet softly around his 
waist settled over his hips and the back of his legs, 
he murmurs kisses into her ear, 


Her thighs still holding him, she slides her heels down to 
feel his weight, and he rests for long minutes 
between her legs, which she spreads out still more 
for him and he nearly sleeps then when he wakes 
she smiles, kisses him, sliding the edge of one foot 
along his calf, twirling the frayed end of a rope with 
her finger tips, until it fills her grasp again 


completely, a thick line that she draws him forward 
with, and he begins to move over her like a tortoise, 
as she puts the wet leaf of her tongue between his 
teeth, and then raises her chin as though she were 
opening her legs to let him suck the top of her throat 
all the way down to its roots he gives him both her 
breasts now, opening her arms and her ribs and her 
skin to his biting and pulling, delighting in the feel 
of his teeth and tongue, the sand prickling of his 
beard, his warm tap against her thigh, and she opens 
her lips wider for his tongue and then to his whole 
mouth, raising her navel up to give him more, 
wanting to give him everything 


And there is someone undressing her very quickly, 
plucking straps down, unsnapping, peeling, 
directing, and yet she stands there still and straight 
for him, smiling, waiting for a kiss on her cheek, 
perhaps then heavy hands against her shoulders 
weigh her down, her breasts smearing flat against 
his stomach, her throat pressed against a zipper, 
then holding it up by the long neck inspecting with 
a pointed tongue, speaking to it with her pouted 
lips, giving her face to its quick jabs, then opening 
her star for it as well, one ear pressed to the carpet, 
a mushroom cap worked into a throat held open for 
long minutes as she gags inside her abdomen from 
it as though she were suspended from a hook 


And then there is a thick root of plastic sliding through her, 
her wrists are bound in an x behind her back, her 
legs are free, at moments they search through space 
like a lobster’s feelers, and one of his arms grasps 
her around the middle, she is so small and light in 
his grip, she is surprised at herself as she tips her 
body left and right in rocking movements, she is 


like a moth in the spider’s clench in which she cries 
out three times in shrill sharp gasps, not of pain, not 
of pleasure, she screams in something other, 
something more, this is what he has been wanting 
all along, and he wrings her over and over like a 
cloth 

She screams in ecstasy, it is ecstasy that she feels; he hears 
it in her voice, he feels it through her shaking legs; 
her sounds draw all of space and time into 
themselves, they suck it in and spit it out in gulping 
waves, like a drowning man gulping air 

There is an eel inside her, gripping her bone in its jaws, 
tearing at it, and its body, which is a tail, is a ribbon, 
is a banner tickling her at a hundred points, and the 
skin of her whole body feels like a dandelion puff, 
she spasms and flexes back arching, clenching, 
opening further, breaking apart for him, and he 
places the end of himself at her opening for one 
moment, until she cries out form him again, and 
then he flows up through her like a whole tree 
coming up from the ground in one instant, 
branching upward through her back and out through 
her arms, her legs are hanging down her legs are 
limp as he crams all of himself up and in to her and 
then scoops her toward himself like a man pulling a 
shirt down over his head, and she feel his sliding in 
all the way up into her stomach and his drawing out 
all the way down 


How smooth it is and how strong down through the middle, 
a metal poker covered with silk and blunted with 
velvet, and she wishes she had hands inside of her 
belly to draw it in deeper, to hold it, to let it go 
again, to let it play, not knowing where it will touch 
next 

She wishes she had two hands inside her belly to hold it, 


and so she rows her hips faster to draw him in and 
keep him, with his deep hovering movement, like a 
wasp against the air, he hovers into her and touches 
into her, and she aches with a gaping passivity that 
can never be overcome, which he surpasses with a 
few sharp strikes 

He can feel her feel all of this, he feels her needing him, at 
first she had accepted and then she had enjoyed, 
delighted, played, but now he knew that she needed, 
her opening was a channel that hung onto him, 
worked itself apart to let him, sucking back around 
to grasp, to tease, torment, the slippery ecstatic 
tickling of a woman’s cunt around a cock, sucking it 
beyond what any mouth can suck, maddening it 
until it stands beside itself 

How much he loves her now, even though he is hurting her; 
how he would give her all of his life, even though 
he is killing her, how he would give her everything 
he has, even though he is taking everything 


And if you saw them now, as though from above, you 
would see him kiss her belly with kisses that seem 
like silent cries shouted into her skin ,you would see 
her lying still, eyes closed, her arms draped loosely 
around his neck as with a fierce enthusiasm he puts 
all his strength into her, wanting to lift her from the 
bed and see her first accepting, but then quickly 
meeting him, her thighs stroking his sides, the way 
the calipers of her fingers once selected and 
assessed until at last you see her become nearly still, 
and he turns into something different, butting her 
forward, the top of her head against the sheet, and 
so she lifts his heavy wet laundry up from the 
basket between her legs and heaves it onto her chest 
repeatedly, he is several men now trying to rush 
through a door fighting each other, collapsing, 


melting back into one, shrinking away, leaving just 
empty trousers behind 

Her two legs, their inner edge, like index finger and thumb, 
spread, holding an invisible something, tensely, 
behind his back, she is lifting this heavy thing and 
he is helping her lift; crepe mouth of the gladiola, 
wood grain of handle, the gardener’s hand working 
the spade to the ground 


And then you would see her lying on a low black couch, 
her thighs pointing to the wall behind, as a shadow 
that is very tall and broad places a third forearm 
upon her, asking, spoon against spoon but with 
fingertips playing through harp strings she directs 
him in, she is a throat that can swallow the longest 
swords, circling her hips, feeling it, knowing, 
pushing back, balancing all his weight on two soft 
springs, levitating him, despite his frantic shoving, a 
huge ball rolling in a small socket, a piston carried 
in a silk purse until at last she crosses her ankles 
behind him, and with her arms spread out like 
wings, stretches her nipples up into the dark, her 
legs are like a tuning fork around his waist, and she 
tingles everywhere, the light in the room is like fine 
bright hairs stood on end with her chin tipped up 
she squeezes the milk from the sponge, pulling it 
forward a bit, wanting to see, feeling the warm first 
drops of the rain 

And now with her eyes like slits she is wetting his rough 
beard with the flat of her tongue, she is a kitten 
lapping as he swizzles himself around in her glass 

again he pushes with slow rhythmic statements forward and 
up, it is like the water at night against the wooden 
pier, heavy bumpers have been hung from the dock 
and long weeds trail in scarves, she reaches back, 
she is a line securing him, her palm as light as a 


bird’s nest, and then she weighs up his coins, 
counting them one by one through the bag, 

the strings of his purse are drawn tight and then 
enormously opened, she can feel this about to be as 
she skims quickly, back and forth, through his 
pages, there is a cord that ties all his cloth into a 
pucker, and she pulls at its string to undo it, she 
does this with a conscious design and method yet 
the invisible hand that has been passing all night 
long over his body and whose fingers race up like 
dry leaves in a gust between his legs still keeps its 
grip on a slipping jar 


He seems to be looking down into her pelvis as he grabs 
inside of her more and for a moment, its throat 
choked off by a picket fence, there is a dog barking 
in her and then its jaws grip her hand playfully, its 
wet tongue licking happy and excited, there is a 
dog’s tongue licking her, there is a dog eating from 
a dish, there is a dog sniffing around the roots of a 
tree, there is a dog with its fur bristled and a vein 
standing out down the length of its back, its tail 
pointing straight 


Now and now again there is a repeated dropping of a half 
filled sack of rice, there are workmen bare chested 
in the heat sweat shining on their shoulders on their 
thick arms and straight firm legs, the backs of their 
trousers are very roundly filled, their waists are slim 
and they have broad shoulders; lifting, their spines 
stretch powerfully up and their stomachs reach 
upward and the v where their legs come together in 
the front is alive and strong and the v where their 
legs come together from behind is graceful and they 
are dropping heavy loose sack of rice one after the 
other, one drops his sack setting it down from his 


shoulder and it almost looks like a child there on his 
arm, but the warm sacks are piled onto each other in 
the sun, one after another of them comes and throws 
down his sack on top of the others before, pairs of 
legs move back and forth through the light, pairs of 
hands touch and grasp, pairs of arm lift, pairs of 
shoulders carry, sacks are held to one chest after 
another, there are sweat stains on the cloth 


The backs of trousers are walking down the crowded 
streets, full and strong, silent and graceful, and you 
can feel the strength that is in them just by looking, 
and you feel as though you would like to look into 
each of them to see what is there and to touch them 
there, she remembers seeing the fruit piled in the 
market, and the bunches of onions, the rows of fish 
set out on ice, the hands touching everything, the 
men carrying large boxes easily, their fronts with 
their zippers tense and steady and pointing straight 
up like arrows, there are more men carrying heavy 
sacks in their arms and flinging them up onto the 
back of a truck with quick arches of their backs and 
a pushing up of their stomachs and a spring of their 
knees and feet fronts of trousers, shoulders, arms 
and hands, moving through the crowds and along 
the streets and in the markets, going up and down 
flights of stairs with a quick energy, with no effort, 
loose and firm, and light and weighty, sometimes 
keys jiggling in their pocket or a cell phone on their 
belt trousers and shirts, square shoulders, v shaped 
backs and narrow hips are moving through the 
subway, stepping into taxis, opening doors, entering 
silently, their backs disappearing through the glass 
pairs of hands with strong wrists, ropey forearms, 
pairs of hands square and with short strong fingers, 
pairs of hands precise and careful, knowledgeable, 


skilled, pairs of hands that take up tools, take up 
hammers, heavy objects, wooden objects, metal, oil 
and lubricant, paint and varnish, fragrant, 
intoxicating, poisonous 


Hands with lathes and drill bits, wrenches, calipers and 
spirit levels, plumb lines, weights suspended, 
hanging bags in slings, boxes set in squared off 
rows along the floors of warehouses, placed in order 
on high metal framed shelves, calloused hands 
around wooden broom handles, on the thick wooden 
handles of heavy sheers, in the hot dangerous 
workings of an engine, around explosive power 
lines 


Hands in white sleeves cooking over hot griddles, handling 
sharp knives and cleavers swiftly, chopping orange 
carrots, yellow onions, pale green celery, frilly 
leaves of dark green lettuce, limp and crinkled, stiff 
curved up peppers, green and red, beads of water 
still on them, pale mushrooms smelling like cellar 
bins, hands around vats of boiling oil, hissing woks, 
avoiding clouds of burning steam, clean hands with 
a bead of sweat along a wrist wiped quickly away, 
fingers working through slick chicken breasts, 
inside the translucent ribs of a turkey, slicing pieces 
of a smoked duck with its skin the color of brass 
hands holding precise instruments, in the laboratory, 
in the clinic, in the operating room, hands working 
calculators, writing formulae, making notes 


Arms moving through the crowds and along the streets and 
in the markets, in long sleeved shirts, in short 
sleeves, in work shirts, thick arms and slim, rough 
and gentle, carrying heavy boxes, carrying tools, 
carrying, guiding, showing, pointing out, gesturing 


on street corners, arms hanging loosely at sides, 
arms akimbo, arms spread wide to laugh, to wave 
hello, to place around a shoulder 


There are shoulders moving smoothly through the crowds, 
shoulders turning and moving past, shoulders 
draped in thin cotton, in linen, in sweat shirts, in tea 
shirts, bare shoulders, shoulders banded with leather 
straps or with plastic straps or cords, carrying brief 
cases, bags, carrying luggage, carrying mail, 
shoulders spotted with shadows underneath the trees 
of the walking path, shoulders of someone seated on 
which a child is sleeping, sleeping faces, sleeping 
eyes, sleeping faces with rough beards, sleeping 
heads with thick black hair, faces turning, thinking, 
observing, faces and necks turning and bending, 
faces speaking, listening inclined, smiling, 
laughing, faces of men, men with square jaws, 
sharp, defined, speaking words into phones placed 
back in plastic troughs, narrow precise lips speak 
into cell phones, low voices, clear, relaxed and 
jocular, authoritative, strong, men with narrow 
faces, men with broad grins, and men with silent 
narrow eyes, men with luminous eyes and men with 
thoughtful ones, quiet, with the look of scholars, of 
doctors, painters and calligraphers, the look of 
workmen, alert and careful, the look of traders, 
active and gregarious, making jokes, the look of bar 
tenders, listening, the look of monks, silent not 
quiet, inwardly and outwardly knowing, troubled 
men, considering, thoughtless men, impulsive, 
reckless, young men on motorcycles, driving cars 
fast down through the narrow alleyways, older men 
sitting in the park 


In the room there are men coming and going through him, 
grasping and holding, lifting with pairs of arms, 
carrying with bare shoulders, holding tightly with 
strong arms, holding against with their bare chests, 
with sweat coming under their arms and across their 
stomachs, with stomachs that push and stay tight 
against and steady, with pairs of legs coming 
together strongly in the front and pairs of legs 
coming together in a slit behind, with their backs 
that arch up, with the half globes of their hips full 
and carrying with sudden spring like movements 
that come from inside of them, pairs of knees 
flexing and pairs of ankles and feet pushing against 
the ground 


In the room the loose sacks of rice warmed by the sun they 
are being thrown down heavily on the bed, they are 
thrown down into a pile on top of each other, one 
man comes and then another, each throwing down 
his sack, the bed is weighed down more and more 
heavily, and the weight makes everything tense and 
alive, she reaches up both of her arms to take it 


She feels the pairs of arms, she feels the strength of each, 
the warmth of the fabric and the softness, the 
precise joining of the cuff, the wrinkles, the gather, 
the smoothing out, the strength of the arm inside 
and the definition of each of its muscles to hold out 
your arms, to draw the warm strong quick arm so 
alive and unpredictable from out of every sleeve 


Foreskin more alive than any penis, inexhaustible, subtle, 
soft, feeling so deep in all its surfaces, waking to its 
own touch and to all other’s, anticipating feeling 
and extending it, brutal literal cock, endless alive 
foreskin 


Frenulum, precise jointure at the underside, endlessly 
shouting uvula of a throat, the moist root and tongue 
cord, the point where stem becomes leaf 

Glans, a name meaning acorn, and yet I say it is a leaf, it is 
a leaf whose webbing of infinitesimal veins is 
flushed with whole torrents of light and of warmth 
filling up the most finely woven threads, it is a cob 
web holding heavy beads of rain 


And yet there is a power as well, for now you would see 
them stretched at midday painted in dark stripes by 
venetian blinds as their navels fitted together are 
like the two halves of a locket shut, and he is 
moving not one part but only one part of one part, 
the base of his stomach seeming to have its own 
jointure and a long peg finds its hole so that the 
whole bed frame is shaking visibly 


Watching from behind you see the globes of his hips 
striped with a bar of shadow and hollowed in their 
rapid flexing, his thighs are pressed flat, his legs are 
a braced v shape, his spine is as strong as a curved 
spar, the vertebrae are a string of beads underneath 
a linen cloth, the striated shadows of all the muscles 
in his back can be see quite clearly now, the 
sunflowers of her nipples taking in his warmth 


And yet he is looking into something in the space just 
above her, she watches his chest and his shoulders 
and the curve of his throat but then at last she closes 
her eyes, the fingers of both her hands touching at 
her own shoulders, sometimes it is like when a man 
scrubs under one arm with a soapy cloth, sometimes 
it is like when a fish whips its tail when it is lifted 
from the water 

And he would like to do this with all the women of the 


world, she would like to do it with all the men that 
she sees on the street, he wishes he could be inside 
her still further, she wishes he could reach up into 
her throat, he wishes he could reach into her still 
more firmly, she wishes he could break her open all 
the way, he wishes he were greater to do even more 
and she wishes he were everywhere from the heels 
of her feet up to the top of her head 


It is night and someone is running his tongue up and down 
her back and another is feeding her from the front, it 
is night and the first one enters and withdraws, 
withdraws and enters, entrance filling to its own 
brim and falling backward to its drawing down, he 
has a hand on the small of her back and is deeply 
absorbed in his own motions, it is night and the man 
in front of her feeds the mouth to her tongue, he 
enters the vagina of her throat, he enters her from 
behind and the other one from the front and she is 
pressed between them, she is a flower pressed 
between the pages of a heavy book, she is smiling 
to the man before her and pressing her head back to 
the man behind 


Vagina, fullest, densest blossom drawn back down into its 
stem, stem and leaves and roots filling with whole 
capillary webs of sun, of warmth, filling with whole 
days of rain, creased fabric made entirely of frills, 
curled wet tongue around a finger feeling carefully 
inside a mouth, mouth kissing deeply with always 
parted lips 


Softest lips called labia, but I say they are the softest lips, 
clitoris which means to hide and yet how loudly it 
declares itself 

Womb, secret center never touched, as when the light is 


focused by a lens into a lemon slice of sun, there 
where five fingertips might come together 


Mouth that is not only for saying words, mouth that is not 
just for eating, tongue that is a whole life in itself, 
hands that are not hands for working, fingers doing 
more than counting, hands that grasp each other, 
fingers that lace together, tense basket weave of 
man and woman, man and man, woman and 
woman, eyes that look into each other, seeing the 
world only through this lens, widening and 
deepening, surfaces becoming globes 


Someone is swimming through her streams, through her 
river, someone is working with loose ankles and 
knees, the fluid intertwining of two legs through the 
water, the quick interweaving of leg around leg, of 
water and water 


He is a boat weighed with a heavy weight and tied up in a 
slip, the water all around at the front and down 
along the sides and she is the warm spring soil, and 
a hand like the points of a wooden rake is making 
its furrows 

He is the stem and leaves of a tomato plant slicked back in 
a rain shower, water dripping down the stem and 
around the small fruit 

She is the wishbone of a young sapling, he is the shoots of 
the bean vines arching up through the ground 

She is the leaves of the tree itself tousled into spirals and 
twists, he is the wind blowing through with sharp 
rain with bits of sand scouring the bark 


She is the garden’s earth after a shower, he is a bare foot 
making a long print 
She is two roses coming from the same stem, he is three 


fingers feeling their silk as a tailor feels the most 
expensive cloth 

She is two sunflowers side by side, he is the violet blue sky 
that drinks them 

She is slim poles for the pole beans chopped and gathered 
in a far wood, he is the rope that holds them in a 
bundle, fibers the color of straw and rough as a 
horse blanket, braided, strong, scratchy against the 
hand 

She is three pale eggs in a nest with leaf shadows on them, 
his breast is full and beating and very warm 

She is three white lilies with their throats open, he is the 
long spears of green grass around 

She is the dark green leaves of the plum tree, he is the small 
round fruit hanging between 

She is the broad papery leaves of the green squash, he is the 
vine beneath warmed in the hot sun that shines 
through in two yellow slants 

She is the soft heart shaped leaves of the pea vines, he is 
the green stems clutching, twining and tangling 

She is the fragrant velvet green of the basil leaves, he is the 
small tight buds held between 


He is the branches of the plum tree with their sticky gum, 
she is the fragrance of the plum itself grassy and 
sweet 

He is the green jade of the watermelon, she is the pink 
insides the color of a peony 

He is the green marble of the honeydew, she is the pale 
seeds inside as though of sunflowers 

He is the tough hide of the cantaloupe the color of an 
almond’s shell with a webbing of light green and 
with a musky scent 


She is the smooth inside as slippery as a melting ice cube 
and with a sticky juice 


She is the soft black berries fully ripe like sparkly ink, he is 
the thick stem like a rhubarb cane and its papery 
green leaves 

She is shadows in the vines and leaves damp and cool and 
with a cob web feel, he is the down pour of sun as 
hot as lemonade 

She is the soft dirt black and sticky after the rain, he is the 
black grit itself with a couple small stones 

She is the granular web of the dirt that can be traced in with 
a finger, and dried on your finger later it is not 
sandy but like a burnt bread crust, he is the very dry 
dirt the color of lamp black and pouring through 
your fingers like coarse flour 


He is the strong chest of the earth whose beating heart is 
like the sun, she is the warmth of the air in the 
summer afternoon, humid and still 

He is the embrace of the grass itself that holds the entire 
day in its wide palm, she is the lines and fibers in 
the palm, intricate and fine 

He is the soil underneath the grass that bathes it in its dews, 
she is like the grass itself, a covering like the most 
beautiful cloth 

He is the deep shelf of rock underneath the soil, supporting 
layer upon layer as the bones support the muscles 
and the skin, she is the webbing of dark veins like 
the flesh of the whole earth 


She is the deep heart at the core of all growing things, heart 
like the yoke of an egg, he is the growing itself and 
the energy in it like a spring that steadily expands 

She is the opening and the flush of the streams that fill the 
soil, he is the waves of the streams and the crest of 
each wave 

She is the full level held within each single ripe thing, he is 
the brim of the rain drop hanging just past the leaf’s 


edge 

She is like the ripe plum the ripe peach the ripened pear he 
is like the stem from which each one hangs, he is 
like the branch from which they do 


He is like the power of the water of the waves and of the 
wind, she is like the rippled openings in the waves 
of grass, the shaking swaying of the tree tops the 
low dark bushes 


He is like the lightning cutting down through the night’s 
bark, she is like the tall tree standing by itself and 
its white denuded boll 


He is like a rainstorm with misty plumb lines of rain, with 
pummeling glass beads, she is like the open face of 
the earth taking all and giving back fields of flowers 
as though out of a breast pocket 


He is like the wide stillness after the storm a few drops 
tapping a few birds singing here and there, she is 
like the humid air itself, cooler now, and with an 
ever deepening scent 


She is like the air of spring that sprays your face with shore 
mist raindrops, he is like the paths in the field 
leading up to the apple orchard, partly of dirt and 
mud and partly of stone 


She is like the air of summer that smells of flowers and 
black dirt and sun, he is like the heat in the air, the 
buzz of flies restless near a cobweb pane 


She is like the air of autumn, the burning up of the year, he 
is like the bright flash in the flaking rain soaked 
trees, forsythia yellow and gold 


She is like the air of the winter months, pure and clean and 
bright, he is like the winter moon, shining down on 
the open snow field 


How many kinds of beauty are there in the world, and in 
how many places are they found, how many kinds 
of beauty are there in each woman, and in each 
man, and in how many places are these found? 


He is the squared off frame made of bamboo poles, she is 
the curled leaves spiraling around, the chins of their 
flowers resting on its shoulder 

He is a white clothes line stretched across the light, she is 
the clothes hanging with arms spread out and 
growing warm in the sun 

He is the white picket fence along the yard, she is the lilacs 
there and the gladiolas burning in sunlight 

He is the wooden frame for the windows, she is the window 
glass reflecting the sky, the trees 

He is the wooden frame for the hot bed made of old boards, 
a glass door set over it as a roof to gather the light, 
she is the bed itself with rows of cup-like hollows 
and green shoots standing 

He is the clear windows of the green house in which a 
dozen suns are shining, she is the lemon tree quite 
still in the warm sweet air 

He is the post at the corner of the garden where three wire 
fences come together, she is the webbing of green 
vines over it, it is a piece of drift wood from a green 
sea, she is the water underneath each swell 

It is the green of the lake water that blooms in the later 
spring, a pea green film of pollen on the surface, 
green dust of pollen filling its atmosphere 


This is what they have come from, she was the weeds soft 
yellow buds, he was the dark braids the color of a 
fir tree 

She was the concave swell along the surface, filled with a 
million seeds, he was the spots of sunlight set down 
through 

She was the luminous depths of amber, he was the long 
bent fingers reaching up, he was the dark fish 
haunting, their shadows cast across shaded stones, 
she was the moss beneath with its green fuzz and 
light sparkles 

He was the shelly bottom of the shallows, and she was the 
water wiping across them she was the slit open 
purse of the milkweed with its sticky juice, he was 
the startled seeds of white feathers dispersed 
through the field 

She is the hollow of cool air in the hill’s damp shade, he is 
the black soil underneath the tree 

She is the soft tickling carpet of the green grass itself, he is 
the prickly crab grass, the tough rooted dandelion, 
the arching green pink stem with its frothy white 
juice 

She is the leaves of the giant sunflower, strangest most 
uncanny of all flowers, he is the dense velvet of its 
wide iris, he is the center of its gaping mouth 

She is the soft fabric of the sunflower’s petals and the 
heaviness of its bending neck, he is the flexible 
strong holding of the stem as thick as a small tree, 
the dirt spotted coarse that has pushed open layers 
of earth 

The leaves of the sunflower seem to be hiding from view 
an invisible body, it has leaf covers for two breasts 
and for the jointure between two legs, he is the 
sunlight’s fingers reaching down through its 
streaming hair 

He is the light itself which is the sun burning hot on your 


face as you stand leaning with one hand on the 
hacked up trunk of the telephone pole, you feel the 
hot light on your hair and on your neck and on your 
shoulder and arm, the rough splinters of wood are 
warm also, it is a long silent afternoon and the heat 
itself hums in the trees, she is the pulsing trees all 
around, licked over by tongues of wind, with 
currents of breeze, opened up with clover shaped 
crackings of light 


She is the warm air steady on your face as you run down 
the gully’s slope and run across the bright green 
field to meet your friends, the grass is springy 
underneath your foot, it is thick and tangles your 
legs and you have to lift your knees high to get 
through, he is the shoe pushing through the thick 
tangles of the grass, he is the foot inside it pushing 
and flexing, she is the elastic sock around the ankle, 
she is the strong plain fabric of the pants 


How beautiful the green of the field is, the blue of the sky, 
a light blue that yet is so deep, deeper than any 
color is, bottomless the depths of the sky, and how I 
feel dizzy on the stem of my legs looking up into it, 
and how my head is like a leaf blown around 
weightless and spinning, and yet how beautiful she 
is to him in her dress of soft cotton, in her dress of 
green silk, and how beautiful he is to her in his dark 
trousers, trim and straight, and in his clean white 
shirt 


He is the rain showering down on your face as you look 
up into it, you feel the rain water on your ear and on 
your forehead and on your nose and you open your 
mouth as though to drink from the sky itself, it is a 
hot still day and the heat is like a pool of water that 


ripples outward when something is poured down 
into it, it is a hot still afternoon and the trees had 
been as though asleep, but now they are as though 
beginning to wake up, even the grass had been 
asleep but now the grass too is awakening even the 
flowers had been stunned in the hot sunlight their 
colors looking pale, but now their colors have 
deepened and they are vibrating visibly, and she is 
the listening of the petals and of the stems and of 
the trees and grass 


He is the road down through the low hills leading out of 
town, down along where there are garden plots set 
out with crossed sticks catching sunlight, wicker 
basket arbors shaded in wit roses and grapes, and 
there are straight rows of lettuce, green peppers and 
neat rows of corn, each plant showing separate in 
the slanted light, the dairy farms spread out wide to 
the left and to the right, the grey slat boards of the 
pen, the silver drinking trough, a pump behind it, 
dark spots of the cattle on the yellow green sun 
table of the hill 


She is the open troughs of the ploughed up fields turning 
amber and gold, the crowded together corn of the 
enormous open with waves moving across it like the 
green surface of a pond, with wind moving through 
it as across a lake, shadows stretching out along the 
road’s shoulder, the shadows of the high tension 
poles that rise ten stories high, the fan blades of the 
wind mills turning with strange slowness 


She is the green bright hills spread out like the green moss 
clinging to a tree, the rock and soil underneath is the 
tree’s bark, the fields are a green blanket thrown out 
in a rippling wave and then falling into place, she is 


the huge spaces where the roads do not cut, she is 
the reaching up and back of the farthest hill line as 
you drive along, two lone tall trees like green buds 
sucked up by the blue sky 

The circle of the hills around is filled with the open sky, the 
sky is a mouth that sucks the green hill’s nipples, 
the sky is a wave of blue breaking up on the earth 
shore, the white dust of clouds high up are the shore 
mist, the floating spots of cloud are the breakers’ 
white froth 

It is here that they are from where the trees shining into the 
pond make a green iris with a spot of sun in its 
pupil, where tall threads grow up from the earth 
under the water, the open fingers of a hand holding 
the water’s lens upward to the sky, where her hair is 
the falling leaves shining gold and green and faint 
red, where the bright yellow of hay fields is 
thatched into a roof of gold rippling across the 
light’s surface, where the pieces of black soil filter 
down like sand through the green hourglass and 
their clasp down below is sticky and heavy and 
dense, where a million grains of wheat are falling 
through the waves’ pulsation and shimmer, where 
the cells of yellow green pollen are spurted through 
the open shafts and held suspended like enormous 
freight in spotlit cables of gold dust and yet 
however great they never can break the eyelid of the 
surface but remain an eternal possible, a dream 
where the neuron’s of silver flash instantly over the 
bright globe as it hangs down into the sky where the 
silver trout have spawned and shot like arrows to 
the limits of his body of her body, where the 
seething pulp of light behind their eyes drew them 
upward into the funnel of sunlight where they were 
poured upward and through endlessly, where day 
and night and sun and moon shone down into the 


deep pool of her belly from which he drank deeply 
in an ecstatic thirst and where her ripples opened 
outward for him without limit to the edges of the 
world 


The road goes on like a line of chalk drawn between the 
hills and fields that are turning deep green and 
lighter brown and tinted with orange light from the 
setting sun, the barns and houses and fence posts 
and tall silos, all thing standing upright are getting 
counterparts of shadow like stripes painted out 
across the world, the divided up fields of clover and 
alfalfa and corn, the patches of lettuce and the low 
beds of the beans and tomatoes, the mirror flash of 
ponds set off a ways and the water holes nearby 
near a few old and dead trees, a few cows head 
down, not even bothering to look up as we pass by, 
the air that is cool as we drive through blowing fast 
and strong onto our faces, a deep rich and fresh 
scent in it, the scents of a hundred and a thousand 
things in it, hay drying in the pastures, rolled up on 
its side, the mud lot of the barn with pieces of torn 
up green grass at the edges, the grass of the lawn 
going away toward the farm house, the taller grass 
at the edge, the back yard, growing dark now where 
the children are still playing, where they stop now at 
their games to watch the first fireflies beginning to 
sparkle in the depths of the night fields, the smell of 
the fields themselves for the air is growing damper 
in the twilight, near the fence post by the pasture, 
near the plum trees that mark off the corner of the 
garden, near the dark gully overgrown with berry 
vines and sumac and the young bush like trees 


The road goes on through the rice fields set out to both 
sides to the left and right, to north and south, to east 


and west, the squares of rice edged by green grass, 
the shallow water catching spots and glitters of sun, 
the straight rows of the delicate rice plants, the 
small stone house near the corner where an old man, 
wearing heavy dark gray pants, a white tea shirt, 
high boots on his feet a cone shaped hat made of 
straw is walking holding a pail and a small rake, 
gloves on his hands, where the fields of yams are 
planted in low tangles, and are the deepest green of 
all, where the low wall made of red bricks fitted 
together encloses a farmhouse of three small 
building made of orange brick and dark stone and 
patches of concrete and with low swooping tile 
roofs dark swallow tails frozen motionless, where 
there is a small shrine a little ways past the 
compound with some calligraphy inside and a small 
green light, where beyond that on the slope of a low 
hill leading away into a thicket the bamboo poles 
are cut and set in piles on the ground, on the 
opposite side there are peanut plants, on the 
opposite side there are plots of lettuce, cabbages 
and onions, there are low tomato bushes and there 
are melons and two kinds of beans and small square 
plots of corn, the fields along the opposite side have 
low mounds of vines and tangle being burnt and the 
thin white smoke flow away on the breeze as the 
bus moves past under the power lines held by high 
towers like giants dragging wires in their hands, 
their shadows set out like a framework across the 
yellow and green fields turning pink and amber in 
the sunset 


The road goes on and the night falls quickly as we come 
into the harbor and there is a long building made of 
tile and concrete and steel like a meeting hall and 
yet it is a huge fish market with neither doors nor 


windows just openings in the walls where small 
trucks and people move in and out and on the 
second floor you can see the people still there 
cleaning up under the fluorescent lights, down by 
the harbor there are fishing boats forty and fifty feet 
long, with diesel engines, dark nets drawn up on 
winches, piled like heavy gray mats or hanging like 
gigantic black lace, tied up with hawsers as thick 
three fingers brought together, faint white lines in 
the dark and the water near the pilings is almost 
still, the wide open water to the left leads out into 
the ocean itself and it is completely dark now, you 
can see nothing at all out there not even one single 
light, and further beyond in that darkness there is 
China 


The road goes on down through the south western hills 
coming into the city, down through the suburbs of 
Taoyuan, flat fields of rice on either side of the 
road, small hayfields here and there, blocks of 
apartments made of concrete with silver water tanks 
on the roof, a shrine off by itself in a field, another 
one close to the road, thickets of bamboo near the 
highway, then suddenly an open space with fifty 
buildings scattered in a loose arc, housing 
complexes, buildings with apartments for six stories 
up above and businesses at street level, convenience 
stores, garages for cars and small trucks, a scrap 
metal place, open fields edged with low bushes, the 
mountains of the central highlands visible in the 
distance, wave of dense cloud around them, then 
denser housing and traffic, the buss slows down at 
times it nearly stops, cars and trucks, trucks with 
open beds with cages of chickens piled up seven 
rows high, another truck with cages of pigs, trucks 
with tanks of cooking gas larger than a scuba 


diver’s, a trailer hauling two dozen new cars to a 
dealer somewhere in Taipei, the police in green 
uniforms, the soldiers with rifles, precise neat dress 
shined boots and white helmets, the toll gates and 
the rush of traffic speeding up after it goes through 
like some kind of race and a special lane for trucks 


The road goes on down through the steep hills falling to the 
Taipei basin, the clouds above the hills on both 
sides, the dark thick forest on both sides and then 
the piled up apartment blocks, the same concrete 
and tile buildings, créme colored, silver water tanks 
on top, crammed with people, crowded with small 
businesses at street level, seven eleven, Yoshinoya, 
magical idea, auto body shop, a clinic of the 
national health service, concrete walls of the 
freeway, the road dipping down more, the bus 
speeding up where possible, and then river and the 
highway across, the overpass above, the huge 
concrete supports, the amusement park to the right 
seen at treetop level, the turn off from the highway 
and then the Long Shan temple, the Chong Ching 
north road, the Taipei main station 


The steady raging of the traffic, the walkway over the 
street, the beggar lying face down, one of his arms 
is cut off at the elbow, both pant legs are empty 
sleeves below the knee he chants and holds out a 
blue plastic cigar box with a splash of coins in it, a 
monk in yellow robes stands at the other end, alms 
bowl extended, showing no emotion, a small thank 
you if you give something, the sights of the city 


The steam bath air, the smell of car exhaust, the steps down 
into the MRT, the cool underground, gleaming tiles, 
a beggar in a corner sleeping on some cardboard 


boxes spread out, an old woman selling chewing 
gum, her one gold tooth, a young man playing a 
saxophone by himself, his case open for small 
change, sights of the city, sounds of the city 


And I come to see you, riding in a cab down through the 
Zhong Shan north road, riding down through the 
Dun Hua south road and the fancy apartment houses 
for rich people, tree lined boulevard, a lawn 
between the two lanes, benches set out under the 
trees, little Paris Taipei has sometimes been called, 
and then the Ba De Lu, the over pass, the poorer 
neighborhoods, and I come to see you, sights of the 
city, sounds of the city, people of the city, my 
people, how I love you Taipei and I come to see 
you, flashing past the Chang Kai Schek memorial, 
white gates and white stone walls and purple roof, 
and I come to see you, I am walking down Jinn Shi 
street, I am walking past the Taipei House, I am 
walking out past Yong Chun street and down near 
the Jen Dow restaurant, the small hotels that rent 
rooms for one hour, and the cab driver with good 
English pulling up slow and asking me his question, 
Would you like a young lady for the night, sir? 


And I am coming to see you, through the streets of the city 
the sights and sounds, the people of the city, your 
people my people, and I come to see you past the 
presidential mansion Walking up to the Linn Senn 
Bei Lu, turning into an alleyway, and then another 
alleyway, there where Jane works, there where Lilli 
works, there where Sharina from Viet Nam works 


In the dark room, in the small dark room with one bed one 
dresser old and with strange scorings along one 
side, one dripping air conditioner, one faintly 
yellow light near the cheap vanity 


In the dark room where there is a shower tap around the 
corner, the floor tiles always faintly slippery, an 
industrial chemical smell, or sometimes a camphor 
smell, and near the toilet a plastic pail with a plastic 
liner into which one drops the used toilet paper, 
smeared with shit, because the plumbing cannot 
accept it, you drop it there and a girl will take it out 
later, and there is a roach in the corner looking 
black in the dim light, then gone, and in the room 
there is a table for giving massages covered by a 
sheet of white paper, the table is three feet wide and 
six feet long and it feels just like a weight lifting 
bench, there is an amber light above the door, there 
is an intercom near the door but it does not work, a 
remnant of better times, there is the smell of 
camphor and of roach spray that lingers in the back 
of your throat 


And yet how beautiful you are in the dim room, how 
beautiful you are in your life so different from mine, 
how beautiful you are, your slim soft arms, your 
shoulders, the hollow near your collar bone, the side 
of your neck, the black hair spilling there into a 
whirlpool, your ear like a little shell, your high 
cheek bones, your wide mouth your white teeth, 
your broad flat nose your deep eyes very round and 
almond like both at once, uncanny eyes, how 
beautiful you are, your chest, your ribs, your 
breathing that I can feel, your beating heart that I 
can hear, your soft breasts, the dark medallions of 
your nipples, your belly, your navel, how beautiful 


your vagina is to me, a crease that opens into folds 
and then more folds and then a small channel inside 
of you, how beautiful your legs are, how beautiful 
your ankles and your two bare feet, how beautiful 
are thy feet with shoes O prince’s daughter 


Who are you, you are from Tao yuan where your mother is 
a hairdresser and your father tends bar, your brother 
drives a delivery truck, hauling boxes of drinking 
water, heavy boxes in 100 degree heat all day long, 
you have a day job at a day care center and you do 
this on the side, they do not know, no one knows 
your real name 


Who are you, you are from Chia Yi, and your mother who 
is dead used to harvest tea leaves, all day with a 
broad hat covered with a cloth, face veiled by mesh, 
looking a bit like a bee keeper, breaking tea leaves 
skillfully, she does not know that you do this, you 
go to the temple every day and pray that she cannot 
see you, that no one ever knows 


Who are you, you are from ly lan, where the eastern shore 
is swept through by typhoons about once a month, 
you are from the eastern coast where your brothers 
are fishermen, your parents are dead since you were 
seven, you have one younger sister and no one 
knows that you do this, no one knows your real 
name 


Who are you, you are from Ping Dong, the old time city in 
the far south, at the island’s southern tip, filled with 
gangsters and with few foreigners and so for this 
reason I am very strange to you and you are very 


shy and yet still friendly, no one knows that you do 
this, no one knows your real name 


Who are you, your parents own a candy store in 
Shuanglien, an old part of the city, you work in 
the open air market there that runs the length of five 
city blocks, laubahn and his wife make bau tz and 
you help and wait on customers, no one knows that 
you do this, no one knows your real name 


Who am I, I am no one I am from nowhere 


Here is my blood take the blood out of my veins I give it to 
you now, I pour it out for you now, endless libation, 
here is my face for you to wear if you should want 
to, here is my skin to cover you and to protect 
always, here are my two eyes to watch over you, my 
two hands to give you anything you want, my two 
arms to embrace you now and in all time to come, 
wherever you may go, and here and now in this pit 
this hole this sewer drain to which the managers of 
the new world order and the free market have 
consigned you 

Here is my blood take the blood out of my veins I give it to 
you now, may you live forever, may you live 
beyond me into the new world that I can only 
glimpse in moments of intoxication, stricken blind, 
rendered mute by your beauty, your living body, 
your incomparable soul, take the blood out of my 
veins I give it to you now so that you live forever in 
a new place that is not this place 


How beautiful you are, your back and narrow shoulders 
dim and yet so clearly visible in the darkness, let me 
touch you everywhere and let my lips pass over 
you, over your brow so high and perfect thoughtful 


and secretive, down through the slight hollow 
between your eyebrows, and as I kiss you there I 
can feel them against my lips 


Let me kiss you now again and my lips pass over you, over 


your eyelids closed now and I feel your lashes, what 
are your eyes seeing as you lie there, what do they 
ever see, tell me, I want to know everything about 
you, present past and future, how beautiful you are 
in the dim room in the darkness how perfect and 
how fragile 


They spit in your face and tell you it’s raining, the bosses, 


they spit in your face and tell you it’s raining, the 
feminists, the professors, the liars, they spit in your 
face and tell you it’s raining, the soldiers, the 
generals, the police, such people are human 
garbage, they are piles of shit lying in the American 


pig sty 


They spit in your face and tell you it’s raining, the 


investors, they spit in your face and tell you it’s 
raining, the managers, the accountants, such people 
are human garbage, they are piles of shit lying in 
the American pig sty 


You Mao Tse Tung, supposed leader of the people’s party, 


British Empire stooge, my poem outlasts your half- 
assed revolution, one power comes from the barrel 
of a gun, but a greater one comes from my words, 
these 


You American presidents, almost all of you, being merely 


wind you do not even deserve to be shit upon, 
therefore I merely fart into your collective face, and 
I direct all the birds of the air to inundate Mt. 


Rushmore in bird shit 


I do not say this for you, I do not write this for you, 
feminist scum, it is not addressed to any American 
woman of this generation or of any possible 
generation, it is not addressed to the Americans, it is 
addressed to the others, the people to come 


Ido not write thisforyouJ G J A ,H V_, 
H_B_,R_ _S___andall the others here suitably 
nameless, as they will be in all future time when 
this is read and their meaningless drivel is forgotten, 
contemptible trivializers of the art of poetry, may 
their faces be shoved into the urinal of a Taipei 
massage parlor 

YouL P H_,youC Q -X  youG_ S_ H__| 
phony bourgeois supposed intellectuals, in reality 
racist xenophobic swine, and dope ass dumb as 
well, may your faces be shoved into the toilet of a 
Taipei brothel, I spit on the racist xenophobic swine 
of the Taiwanese bourgeoisie 

YouG_ B __, self-righteous prick from Vancouver, the 
two biggest profiteers from the Viet Nam war were 
Taiwan and Canada 

And youJ K__ very ugly American five feet tall and 
four feet wide from white trash Pennsylvania 
somewhat to the right of Redneck, with your 
mystical Christian horse shit, may Taiwanese 
gangsters rape you in the middle of the Shih Linn 
night market and shove five melons up your ass 








You Catherine Mackinnon bourgeois feminist with the 
really great hair, swallow my cock and lick up both 
my balls, and you Andrea Dworkin former 
prostitute albeit a damned ugly one, no I do not 


have a foreskin, so don’t worry 

I piss on the both of you, I shit on the both of you, I shove a 
dog turd into your mouths, one for each, I 
masturbate into your hair, here and now and in all 
worlds to come 

May these and all such be swept into the sewer drain of 
history, they are human garbage, they do not even 
deserve the dust bin, may their names be written in 
smeared rabbit droppings on the back wall of a 
chicken coop somewhere in Arkansas 

But instead of all these it was you, Shiao-Lann, it was you 
Shi-Chin. Lili, Mei Linn Huong-Ling, with your 
brown hair, your black hair, your hair tinted with 
henna or died blond, even blue contact lenses 
sometimes in your eyes, it was you in your black 
dress, in your white dress, in your dress of many 
colors 

It was you with your topaz eyes the color of coffee pouring 
out, Arabian coffee strongest and most fragrant, 
Arabian ponies most powerful and most beautiful, 
with long tails as black as your own black hair, 
onyx black, obsidian black, your hair so thick and 
strong and gorgeous the beauty of your wide mouth 
your perfect white teeth your lips of shell pink or of 
coral, wide lips, rosebud lips, lips so silent in the 
dark room where my face moves toward yours as 
though through dim water, your eyelids like soft 
mounds of snow in the moon light, your nose that is 
a carving of the most precious jade, graceful 
perfectly smooth and absolutely noble 


It was you Shi-Chin, a graceful hollowness to your cheek, 
your tapered jawline and aristocratic mouth, your 
narrow delicate lips, a tapered nose; your thick soft 
pubic hair, how I loved every inch of you, how I am 


hard for you even as I write these words, 
remembering you, remembering your fingertips on 
the back of my neck, your slender arms around my 
neck, your slim legs wrapped around me, your small 
breasts pressed into my chest, remembering your 
kisses, your crying out into the empty room that you 
loved me, and you made complex designs on the 
back of my neck with your gripping fingernails, 
remembering you 


I write this pornography for you, luminous hemorrhage of 
night’s artery, outside the blinds, luminous blood 
splashed on the pages here, black light of 
pornography, intoxicated speech and darkened 
clarity, radium jewel I write this pornography for 
you, I do not give it to the others I give it to you, it 
is a useless gift of gemstones, of black diamonds 
glittering in the night of catastrophe 

I write this pornography for you, the record of desperation, 
despicable images of the despised, in your society it 
is you and in my society it is me 

I write this pornography for you, the catastrophic 
discourses of flesh and blood 


I write it all for you Shiao-Lann, Cantonese beauty, with 
your wide mouth and a thousand gleaming teeth, 
your broad flat nose and your cheekbones from 
Genghis Khan, your huge eyes and angular face, 
and your deep low voice so curious and amusing, I 
write it all for you, for the time when you lay your 
head on my chest and your fingers traced idly 
through the sand of my forearm, when your 
cigarette smoke near the lamp was water at the 
bottom of a pail, and you spilled it over me fragrant 
and warm like tea with honey in it when you 
snapped off the sun and turned upon your side to 


kiss me, and I felt the small tadpole that played in 
the green pond of my face where your smile 
illuminated it and the warm breeze of your breath 
fostered its simple joy 


I write it all for you To-A with your fair skin, tall woman 
like a new sapling, your long straight dark brown 
hair, To-A from Saigon, do you remember when we 
lay on our sides embracing, we were two bodies 
thrown down, two continents two worlds 
overturned, our legs intertwined and our four arms 
wrapped around each other, as we tried frantically 
to crawl into each other’s mouths, the most 
passionate kisses of my life, you To-A 


And I have heard it said that prostitutes will never kiss their 
clients, and yet you did kiss me so intensely and so 
long, it was a famishing inside of you that you tried 
to fill, it was a famishing inside of me that you tried 
to fill 


And one night as I came down into the city on a bus that 
was descending through the steep hills just south of 
town, in the darkness of the cabin where a small 
dark hole dropped a thin tube of light to the 
suffocating face of a book’s page, my cell phone 
rang suddenly, silently, buzzing like a cicada in the 
stilled treetop of my jacket, and your voice 
blossomed into my ear then, your sun broke through 
the plastering of the leaves, for me then 

And you said to me ‘I kiss me,’ you said, and then, 
correcting yourself at once you said, ‘I kiss you, I 
kiss you,’ and that was all, and I went later to the 
hotel to find you but they told me that you had gone 
back to Hanoi and I never saw you again, and I 
knew then that it was your way of saying goodbye 


to me, I kiss you, you said, saying good bye to me 
forever and I never saw you again 

I write it all for you Hong-Ling, short and cute and always 
acting like a child, even though you were thirty, yet 
your day job was in a daycare center and so perhaps 
that’s why, I write it all for you, your humor and 
your sweet good nature, your wide mouth in 
laughter your bright eyes, the strange tattoos that 
you had everywhere it seemed, one on one shoulder, 
one on your back, one across your abdomen, your 
high pitched lovely voice speaking mandarin with 
such elegance, revealing casually then its special 
beauty, its bell like clarity, I remember your voice 
so well 


I write it for you Ing-Tao, and your name means cherry in 
Mandarin, but it was not your name, I never knew 
your name, and of all the women I was with you 
were the only one who did not want to have 
intercourse, at first you wouldn’t even take your 
clothes off, you would only kiss me, and so you did 
on and on, the two of us lying on the bed both fully 
clothed, and I remember in the summer when I was 
a boy seeing in the afternoons sometimes a 
workman climbing up a telephone pole, a heavy belt 
wrapped around him and the pole, using both feet 
and both hands, climbing upward to the burning 
sun, listening to the silent voices rushing there, my 
upper and lower teeth held on to your chin like his 
cleated boots to the pole, my face was a large glass 
pane and you were washing it the bright sun in your 
eyes, I bobbed for apples in your silent shout, our 
faces only, our two faces ground a silver thread 
between them, were two huge buildings connected 
by a thin wire, and we both cried out into each 


other’s speakers over this quite unexpected 
emergency 

Later you brought me to your tiny apartment, it was in the 
winter when the weather was always chill and rainy 
and sitting the both of us on your small bed you 
reached down into a low drawer and took out a pair 
of warm socks and gave them to me, Ing-Tao, your 
name means cherry, I write it here now, I will 
remember you forever 


How I remember still Shao Lann, Lili, Shi Chin, Ing Tao, 
To-A 

How I remember still, your graceful throat, the hollow 
above your breast bone, the beauty mark on your 
chest, your soft full arms, your slim legs, your small 
breasts, your creamy skin, the darkness of your 
nipples; your wide hips and your slender hips, so 
beautiful and curved, and when you lay on your side 
and I let my hand travel the length of your rib cage 
and down and over your thigh, your gently rounded 
abdomen 

How I remember still, your black hair shiny coarse and 
thick and strong, hair to grip like a farmer pulling 
weeds, hair to grip your fingers through like a 
farmer loading a bale of straw, hair to grip your 
fingers through like teeth into an apple, hair to grip 
like raking up a pile of sand, coarse warm sand, hair 
to grip like sucking on an orange, hair to grip like 
squeezing warm fragrant bath water from a sponge, 
hair to grip like a gardener gathering leaves into a 
pile in autumn, hair to grip like hands around an 
earthen jar of oil, like hands to grip around a heavy 
gallon of new wine 

How I remember still, kneeling before you I press my face 
into your hair, kneeling in front of you I press my 
face into your book’s open leaves, I follow the fine 


script written there, my nose feels the smoothness 
of the page, I draw the characters up through the 
straw of your skin, , I turn the pages over with my 
face itself, pushing into the deeper binding, I am 
searching through the paper’s scent, it is not 
perfumed, and it is ancient paper, and it is an 
ancient script 

And now I separate the sections of an orange with only the 
tip of my tongue, there is a sharp squirt of juice and 
I swallow the pulp, I swallow the silent crying out, I 
swallow the deeper swallowing itself and now I 
taste it, silken egg white, tide pool, rained on 
branches, I draw the frilled cuff from the wrist, I 
pull the threads with my lips and I crowd my hand 
up inside the sleeve the arm inside of you rises up 
and there is a hand spread open that can never close, 
now I set my face in your palm, I eat the seeds of 
the sunflower out of your hand I will remember you 
forever my beauty my love my treasure beyond all 
treasures 


It is for you, my open mouth rakes up and down your belly, 
above the navel and below, below and then above, a 
dark triangle, and the tongue of the serpent no 
longer the serpent touches the apex and touches the 
base, and then the base of the base, where the fabric 
is seamed and the seams of the fabric are stretched, 
the cloth is pulled then smoothed down and then 
pulled some more, softest fabric then, at one point, 
velvet and velour, the watered silk, the complex 
moiré, the invisible fabric also, and the frame is 
covered with silk cloth, layer upon layer, dense and 
soft, I undo her zippers with my lips holding the 
loose toggle between them, pulling it downward or 
upward, losing it, finding it, the bead of mercury 
runs quickly between fingers, over them and 


around, tickling and elusive, light through the slats 
of blinds, a breath on the spread feathers of a wing, 
water beads across the feathers’ grain, the trees’ 
dark of the forest draws one always farther in, the 
throat of the soft needle mat foot path has humid 
air, you breathe it in, and the lemon tightens its skin 
around itself nearly squeezing out its own juice, 
thick skin of the lemon made to be pulled on, made 
for the print of her sharp teeth 

Push through the blinds that part away from the fir tree’s 
boughs hanging down, that stroke the sides of your 
face, swallow the darkness drinking it like coffee 

I swim the coffee streams with my mouth wide open, warm 
rivers flow over my face and leave their salt crystals 
on my chin 

And now I see more deeply into the dark, a loaf of bread is 
set out on a table, a cup is set beside it, a dish of 
grapes is there, a small pile of wheat, the white flour 
for bread and the dark flour for bread, there is a 
small cup filled with honey, there is a small cruet of 
wine, there is a small vase of water, there is a 
flower there as well 

I then am a diver staring down into them suspended in the 
night water above as I gaze into the well, and then 
to draw back, to the surface, the mouth opening 
taking in the air quickly before the next plunge 
which yet is across rather than in 

And you think of polished stones and of their smoothness, 
of the smooth warm surface of an egg, the surface 
of a stove top just barely warm of the heavy soup of 
a still pond in the spring of the year when the pond 
weed is blooming, the fruit is suspended in the 
green jelly, her womb is a peach slice in the middle 
of a molded aspic, the opened melon is pink, 
raspberries broken open, strawberries cut, the 
pebbly eyelid of the cherry, the tight small 


blueberries with little crowns and bracts, the grain 
of a sheaf of wheat long and smooth with its central 
stem curved slightly and stiff, the feathers around 
each grain, the string drawn through the tightening 
beads, the coiling together of the bracelet, the 
sudden snapping and the raining down, the falling 
pearls, the heavy down pour of the thick clots of the 
rain 

I open my mouth to drink the rain of the entire summer, I 
open my mouth to drink the rain of the entire 
spring, and I open my mouth to drink to rain of the 
entire fall, I open my mouth to drink the bright 
rains of the autumn, the dark rains of the night, the 
fragrant rain pool in a palm’s depth 

I run my lips over the edges of the fields, I break the crust 
of the house roofs with my teeth, I pass my tongue 
up and down the tree’s bark, up and down the bark 
of each one trying not to leave any untouched, I 
make a mark in the coarse mud around the tree’s 
roots, the mud is sandy and feels like a rough cloth 
that is soaking wet 


I undo all of my clothes finally and the damp air is around 
me and I move my arms more quickly back and 
forth in order to feel it better, I stand up as straight 
as I can and I inhale everything more deeply, I 
inhale the world and I have taken off my shirt in 
order to feel the sun, I can feel the air on my back 
and up and down my sides, the sweat under my 
arms streams down in small beads, the sun is on my 
forehead, it is like a heavy rod balanced there that I 
can never get out from under, I feel the weight, I 
feel the light, even with my eyes closed I can still 
feel it, I feel the sun, even with my eyes closed I can 
touch it, I feel the air even with my skin itself I 


breathe it, I touch the water, even with the motion 
of my stroke I can drink it 


In the night somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 

I hold you and touch you, I kiss you over and over, an 
infinite number of times, how many spears of grass 
are there on the hillside, how many canes of 
bamboo, how many grains of rice are there in the 
field, I give you the world that I know and have 
walked through, moved through, seen and heard and 
felt, with each kiss I give this all to you, I give you 
the world that I am, touching on the world that you 
are, here and now, it is impossible for them ever to 
flow together, and yet Iam yours anyway, now in 
the darkness, at other times in the light 

How many waves are there in the ocean, how many grains 
of dust in the mountain, how many drops of rain in 
the plum rains of the spring, how many fibers in the 
calligrapher’s finest paper, who could ever count 
them, how? 


In the night somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere there is you and there is me, I put one 
open palm on one side and one open palm on the 
other, your rib cage is between, and then I put my 
face to your sternum, deep inside there is your 
beating heart, deep inside there is your blood of 
silver streams, deep inside there is the gold treasure 
of your womb, deep inside there is the secret of 
your thoughts themselves, what are they saying, 
what are you thinking now 

How many thoughts crowd the bloodstream of a moment, 


how many candles light its spiral stair, how many 
wax droplets drip from the candles ends, the hosts 
of light, you enter and the room is still, you enter 
and the space around is waiting, you enter and the 
globe is touched the lamplight quakes the dew is 
shaken from the leaves, you enter and I am waiting 
for you, you enter and I am listening, you enter and 
I am placing my hands beneath your steps, you 
enter and I am not breathing, you enter and I am 
there 


I peel the leaves down from where they cover your face, I 
open your closed up fan, I make it spread wide and I 
make it hold the heavy plums, the heaviest peaches 
the heaviest pears, it feels like a branch with heavy 
snow at the end, it sweats in the warmth of the snow 
underneath, and the perspiration flows down your 
ribs 


You enter now and I enter in your wake and the warm 
water flows around me and wraps itself around the 
back of my thighs, around the back of my calves, 
the current pulls me steadily and it is hard for me to 
stand straight, my lower parts are drawn forward as 
though from under me and my weight floats up, I 
am almost flying at moments and at moments the 
tips of my toes brush the soft sand along the bottom, 
and you move ahead drawing me forward with your 
arms, turning your back and drawing me forward 
with your shoulders arched, drawing me forward 
with your curved neck and your raised chin 


In the night somewhere in the foreign city, in the night 
somewhere in the unknown city, in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 


In the dark you are eating your sugar cane, yes it is all 
yours, and there too you are eating the end of the 
rhubarb, the red flush of it is between your lips, you 
are licking the sweet juice that has so much sugar in 
it, the infinite rush of the crystals, the diamond 
streams 

The furred chocolate is melting into a dark puddle over us, 
you are smeared with it across your face as though 
with mascara and eye liner, I am smeared with it 
over my mouth, it must look as though the night 
itself has eaten away my face below my eyes, yes 
this must be what has happened, here and now, 
because of you 

Chestnut brown, chocolate, mocha, coffee beans, yellow 
créme made of vanilla and egg white, made of sugar 
and nutmeg, made of ginger, made of mint, mint tea 
I have read is the tea of the Arabian desert, of the 
Sahara desert, of Tangiers and of Cairo, of Rabat 
and of Mecca, but you are the center for me now, 
splinters of street lights through the blinds like fine 
compass needles in the darkness infinite in number 
indicate only you, unknown continent where I am 
voyaging, to which I request entrance waiting at the 
farthest gate 

And yet green tea, green yellow tea is the tea of the few but 
powerful rivers of your homeland, of the mountains, 
jade green, parrot green and radiant in light, buzzing 
with a million suns, sweating through a million 
pores, the jungle, the crowding bamboo thickets of 
the south, the green cloud woodlands of the east, the 
highlands filled with white mist, the mountain filled 
with silence, the pathways of the monks, the 
greatest scholars, the poet wanderers, the spirits of 
your homeland, the seven spirit hill, the green cloud 
temple, the Shao Lin 


I give you my silver streams you give me your jade I give 
you mint tea and Arabian coffee, black honey of 
Sicily in which the mountain still burns, olive oil 
from the presses of Calabria, the light pink coral 
drawn up by fishermen, the gold dust of the Tuscan 
hills reaching out into the sun, I pour out water from 
the roman aqueducts for you I pour out silver from 
the mines and wrought bracelets made of silver and 
the silent arbor’s gold coins, I pour out water from 
every fountain in each plaza purest water clear and 
always fresh in which the white clouds float in 
marbled light veins that shock the traveler’s hand, 
freezing it back to life 


I pour out wine made of white grapes and of black grapes, 
fragrant as a fire in a fireplace, clear as honey, 
luminous as oil 

I pour out yellow wheat and smoky chestnuts, I pour out 
bushels of gold leaves, I bring white green 
cabbages, jade green lettuce, baize green spearmint 
leaves and bundles of dried basil and bushels of 
orange and of deep red tomatoes 

I bring handfuls of white salt taken from the Tyrrhenian 
Sea, I bring smooth pebbles from the tide pools, I 
bring green branches broken off fir trees in the 
mountains, yellow dust from a hundred Provencal 
roads 

I bring the jewel like colors of Umbria, elegant colors 
warm and solid, living, colors as heavy as earth, 
colors that feel like polished wood, colors like 
brass, colors as dark as blood, colors as still as night 

I bring the colors of the Tuscan school, warm colors, soft 
colors, colors that are like gracefulness itself, colors 
that are felt inside the mind, colors that captivate the 
heart, colors that fill with the deepest emotions, 
colors that are a nature in themselves, colors that are 


a mind and its various thoughts, colors that are the 
memory of essences 


In the night somewhere in the foreign city in the night 
somewhere in the unknown city in the night 
somewhere, there is you and there is me 


I draw you up and you draw me up now, I am heavy chains 
dragging you down but you lift me, I am a tub of 
wet laundry, and yet the water is still warm, you 
pick all the grapes from the vine in between fingers 
and palm and you yourself are the wine press and 
you yourself are the wine 


I am like moss on the roots of a tree, in the room’s green 
moonlight my two hands on your belly are lichen 
across a rock, I am rods of dried hay chopped and 
gathered in a bundle and set down onto its side, as I 
lie here with my arms around your legs 

You are the dust of the wheat, a small pile of it on the 
threshing floor, I leave the print of three fingertips 
in the soft flour, I trace the soft white flour of your 
skin, the valley in between your breasts, the curved 
branches of your ribs, the soft pushing of your 
belly, the streaming waterfall of your hips 


I draw you up and you draw me up now, I am a plumb 
weight hanging down and your five fingers gathered 
in a pine cone are its weightless counterpart, your 
hand is a bird fluttering around my cage, your 
fingers are wings beating against my bars, a hand 
that is neither your hand nor mine loosens the latch 
and gives the door a slight push, you push on my 
secret door with the tips of your five fingers, the 
pine cone’s seeds spill upward through the night 


like fire sparks rising and tangling around my body, 
around my dark body 

You pick all the grapes from the vine in between fingers 
and palm, and you yourself are the wine press, you 
press down onto me with your ankles that are like 
tangled roots, their clutch is tight, you are locking 
something down, you are securing your possessions, 
you are counting them with your toes, you press 
down onto me with your knees in the bed’s stirrups, 
your thighs are as when two straight fingers hold an 
object between them, How heavy am I for you then? 
And how light am I for you then? our one patch of 
Velcro rips apart and seals back, our two furred 
cups fight for the one spoon, my spoon stirs your 
cup and your cup pours its tea out into mine 


And now your two thighs push the seat up as you settle 
yourself astride as you float up into the night, the 
inside edge of both feet touch at the ground upon 
your return, you are sitting in a rain puddle there, 
then you squeeze out your sponge and the rain 
flows back, your water flows down over me and I 
open all f my leaves for you like a flower stem, your 
pot draws the flower back into itself, it is searching 
now inside the dark soil for its own seeds, it sucks 
on the seeds one by one turning them around on its 
tongue, it savors the pomegranate seeds each 
separately, it reaches them by a secret path without 
having to break the shell, it reaches them by a secret 
path that grows slowly narrower, that shrinks 
inward as it expands, that fills up more and more as 
it empties, it reaches them by a secret path where 
the pitcher is tipped and spilled, where the jar is 
sealed into its cap and held there, where there are 
pebbled streams of gold, where here are closed eyes 


watching, where there is a listened to shell hearing 
its own seven seas 


I draw you up and you draw me up now, through the 
islands of rushing blood cells, through the deltas of 
the night, through the sun stream capillaries and the 
meshes of the light’s eclipse, through the throats of 
sand streamings, through the twinned trees of the 
lightning storms, through the raked beds of embers, 
through the seals that break and close and break, 
through the wax’s kiss upon the letter and the 
disclosed light of the pages, through the syllables 
seething blinded, mute, yet hearing, knowing, in 
transport, in torment, through the whispers like the 
rope’s stridor in the heavy lading, in the rumors 
foaming of the seas themselves drowned the waves 
themselves, aphasic gossip of green leaves in the 
tree’s cupola, frigid tongues of angels in the light 
crevices through the leaves that are your back, your 
spine, and I hold it now, I hold and I embrace the 
cloud tree, the green crown held in my arms, the 
leaves disappearing in my grasp, the branches sharp 
against my chest, I embrace you now and the water 
disappears between my arms, the sand streams out 
from between my forearms, the wind blows through 
between my legs, the woolly caterpillar cannot be 
held with the backs of my fingers, the feather 
cannot be balanced on my wrist, the shoots cannot 
be planted using only the teeth, the circle cannot be 
drawn with a crumb of chalk on the tip of one’s 
nose, my forehead butts into you, my shoulder jars 
against you nonetheless the warm tea that is your 
breathing fills my mouth’s cup to the brim, 
nonetheless there are not four winds there are ten 
finger instead, breezes and eddies through the 
auburn wheat, ten fingers through your hair, twenty 


fingers, and an eye is searching in the dark and 
cannot find what it wants, it closes its lid and opens 
it wide again staring, searching still 


I draw you now you draw me up now through the looms 
that are woven and through the weavings that are 
looms, through the knots loosened back into the 
waving grasses, through the passages of light of 
water, fire, breath, of breathing, light of sound and 
thought, you draw me now through you like pond 
water dipped through a sieve and you cup the green 
garment, the yellow grains in your lap, your fingers, 
and you hold me in your compass now, you draw 
me, you create me 


I see your beauty, I know it, it is here before me in this 
room, in this light, light of this light, vision of this 
space, sovereign in these four walls, infinity drawn 
toward the finite web, drawn and yet not trapped, 
trapped and yet not known, touched yet not 
disturbed, who are you now, tell me your one name 
your real name 

Woman and more than woman, standing there in front of 
me, tell me the name that you were given your real 
name tell me the name and nature of the light that 
fills you that you are in the dim enclosure of this 
moment now, this nakedness disclosing blindness, 
blindness nakedness, catastrophe of touch, of 
sunset poured out like lamplight like acid burning 
off the marks, blemishes the stains, the ages of the 
earth, setting light’s needle in the glass of the hours 
drawing every leaf and stem and the creases of your 
skin your hair your eyes down into the lamplight 
that burns you now pouring out its oil 


And it is said that light creates the most intense desire I 


myself have said this written it and so if this is true, 
is this desire that I feel for you now as lamplight 
burns you as you dissolve into its thousand images 


And is it possible to know what I have known to touch 
what I have touched and cannot touch and cannot 
touch a second time nor even a first time lamplight 
pours out its oil on you burning you and you smile 
as I come toward you, you are smiling apparitional 
bright space in the dimness of the rented room your 
body bathed in the oil of the lamp, your belly you 
breasts, the emptiness of the light is filed now 
finally and now I know what I had wanted all along 
from you, fill up the emptiness of the light for me, 
touch my eyes and touch my brow, the words of 
Pentecostal light that burgeon there departing from 
their sources, seeking them, touch my eyes my brow 
my hands the things by which I know the world 
itself so that I might know it once again, so that I 
might know you, only you, lamplight pours its oil 
on you burning you, my precious queen how in the 
white enigma of my silences my hours and days 
you’ve startled syllables of light and reason in my 
breast opening the clock that counts there opening 
the eyes shut in their casks pouring them out like oil 
the lamplight pours its oil on you burning you 


Your image is a diamond on the black cloth of time, your 
image is multiplied in the cells of space, within 
there are eyes that see me, gun barrels that kill me, 
bees that sting me, your image is a fire in the dark 
halls of a mirror, what sovereign walks in those 
rooms, what issues are decided there, what secrets 
gathered, what laws are made, your image is a 
medallion on the night’s chest, your image is a hive 
of fireflies treading the darkest honey deep in the 


field’s hollows, your image is a thousand ponds 
fascinated by a thousand moons 

Around the idol distance is made solid like presentiment, 
around the idol there is more than time and less than 
time, around the idol there is more than space and 
less than space, around the idol the world is silenced 
like a field of wheat, history is sealed in its wall, 
and this is done for you, here space is transfigured 
for you it is your nimbus merely, time is an archaic 
syllable of no account, and we feel now we know 
that it is meaningless, how beautiful you are to me, 
how I adore you, how with such utter clarity I am 
intoxicated how with such wisdom I am made 
insane how with such joy I am tormented how with 
such vision I am rendered blind 

Revelatory instant of the empty space itself, I which you 
are so naked, in which you are so clothed, 
incomparable moment remembered forgotten, in 
which you stand before me exposed in which you 
stand before me covered, moment in which I stand 
before you naked and covered, clothed and exposed, 
surprise exposes me, your beauty astonishes me, I 
can never I shall never speak again after this 
moment and if I do it can be only a lie, now and 
henceforth speech is no longer mine you have taken 
it, now and henceforth reason is no longer mine for 
you possess it, now and henceforth life itself cannot 
be mine, you are it, I am nothing beside you I am 
nothing before you I am nothing pressed to your 
skin 


Who are you and what is your true name? But I must tell 
you that Iam no one 

How old are you I wonder -- age has many pathways, more 
than time itself does; I have learned this now in 
looking at you, felt it in your presence, recognized it 
there -- how mysterious your presence, silent and 


unfathomable, I cannot understand how you have 
come to be here with me, I cannot understand the 
branching paths and the infinite dividing ways that 
brought you here to me, that brought me here to you 


I can never understand the powers of the world that 


somehow made you -- who or what has made you, 
what or who? 


How beautiful you are to me, my treasure, my love, my 


child, how wonderful you are to me how beautiful it 
is to be with you, how I adore you, how beautiful 
and precious you are, how naked, delicate, wise and 
thoughtful, clairvoyant, calm, and so given to 
yourself completely 


You are yours, you are not mine, and yet you are mine, but 


I am yours forever, I give myself to you now -- take 
the blood out of my veins, I pour it out for you now, 
endless libation 


How old are you? It cannot be expressed in numbers, 


nothing about you can be, nothing about you can be 
known, you are the mystery and palpable enigma of 
all living form, you are a form and not a body, you 
are more than body, body yes, but you are more 
than that -- ecstatic startled presence of a body to 
itself, calm self-presence of a living soul 


And now as you step forth from your circle of gold light, 


where you seemed almost posed and immobilized, I 
wonder not how old you are, but what you are 


I wonder what you are, your hair your eyes your nose your 
mouth, I wonder what your name and nature are, 
your perfect and adequate image in the other world, 
your true kind 

I wonder what you are, your throat your neck your collar 
bones, your shoulders, your upper arms, your 
forearms and two hands, your ribs where I can feel 
your breathing -- now -- this moment, fragile, 
powerful, mortal, not mortal, destined to live and to 
continue to, destined, too, to rise up again from 
death 

I wonder what you are, as my gaze travels down your belly 
to the dark triangle between your legs 


There is a moment -- and you are an idol seen from across 
a revelatory distance in a moment of more than 
vision, illuminated by more than light, yet the 
distance is small and you are not revealed but 
concealed by the light 


I look for you, where are you? where is your soul? I look 
for you, where are you? where is your destiny, your 
fate? I look for you, where are you? where is your 
past life, days and months and years, the enigma of 
your history, surely there is something sacred and 
entirely remote filling the living body that I hold -- 
how beautiful you are to me, how precious, how I 
adore you 


Surely there is something essentially unknown, mysterious, 
allowing you to live and more than live, filling you 
beyond yourself, something essentially unknown 
speaking from you, laughing from you, radiating 
from you, filling your existence entirely beyond 
itself, as music fills a room, as light fills space, as 
the sun fills the sky 


Surely there is something more than what I see and know 
and touch, than what I feel between my two hands 
my two arms, than what I feel pressed against my 
chest and stomach, pressed against my lips, my face 

Surely there is something other, something near but 
difficult to grasp 

You are held in my arms as a deer is among the leaves, you 
are carried in my memory as a deer that is hidden in 
the leaves, you are seen and then invisible like a 
deer among the leaves 


There is another world in which the two of us are one, 
there is another world in which the two of us are 
two, there is another world in which we swim 
through silver fields of hoar frost lace that holds us 
as a leaf is held inside the mouth clasped in the 
missals of the Pentecostal rains 

There is another world in which the hymnbook pages of a 
thousand suns sing inside the haystack’s belly, like 
an eye inside a lamp, like the sea inside a drop of 
molten wax in which we follow from island onto 
island of bright pollen in the depths of green, where 
there are traces of dim gold which at moments fill 
the world we thought to have been part of 


There is another world in which a flame is tugging at a 
wick in which a wick is drawing up a candle in 
which the candle sheds itself reveals itself in light 
filling the world we thought to have been part of, 
the room we thought ourselves to be standing in, 
another world pouring in around you through you 
sealing up every crevice of the known, making it 
tense and grasping, radiant, bleeding singularity and 
holiness, another light scented with perfume and 
burning wax, another light and it is your two lips no 


longer touching, it is our two mouths no longer 
speaking, it is two hands grasping, it is two arms 
holding, two bodies never wanting to let go 


There is another light in which we are no longer governed 
by our shadows, there is another light in which we 
are no longer darkened with the multiplying voices 
of the strangers, by names by foreign names, 
unaccountable, confusing, wearisome, irrelevant 
names, unaccountable, lacking all mystery, 
resonance, tiring, cast off, put on again, discarded, 
picked up, discarded 


There is another light in which we leave our names behind 
us, there is another light in which we leave 
ourselves, there is another light in which our bodies 
are not these 


Your naked body in the dark room shows dimly white. And 
only now do I think, Who is this really? We have 
nothing in common except life itself. 


The ash of your skin blows away, and the coals lie beneath. 
Our two forms on the wall. Your arms and your legs 
and your legs. And I, a Laocoon in the hydra of 
shadows. 

My breath clouds the glass of your cheek. It blows off the 
ash of your skin, and the white coals underneath 
burn brighter. 

I see them so clearly now in your eyes. What are you 
looking at, so far into the dark? 


Mysterious woman, this is your vacant house and I enter it 
by night, a green lamp in my hand. A match flares, 
the palm’s shell, like a bright conch floating, 
shelters the light’s voice from the clamor of silence. 


Dark spots of light, circles, and a leopard is moving, 
space trembles, shaken with light, and the corners, 
too, are faintly illuminated. 


I place the lamp on the floor, the green lamp 


Though averse to all fires, the quick, the numerous visitors 
flicker back in, fitting themselves through the 
light’s green splinters, 

They’re like eyelashes, or like hair line cracks pulled 
inward toward the green iris; outside, there is a new 
summer storm, the hurricane already starting up, 
winds searching idly through the trees like fingers 
through dark fur, mysterious woman 


Occasional visitant, hidden among tree branches I have 
gathered the dark leaves from all around, Placed 
them in a pile; pulled from the fragrant closets The 
geodesic trees they flaked from, stiff, coated With 
pale sequins, residual star light, And They are my 
gift to you, I pour them out from my shirt front, 
now, and here, I pour them out over the pyre of 
empty space and time as it looks up into my gaze, 
an open well that widens through the darkness like 
the rings of a tree, like spreading smoke rings, and 
the well cries out, it cries out into my silence, filling 
it with its echoes, the echoes of other times and of 
other places, of other selves 


The voices of these are shouted into my ears, the voices of 
these are ringing in the darkness like haloed flames, 
the voices of others too are pouring like sand all 
around me, running down all around me, like water 
off a roof, like lighter fluid over charcoal, like a 
shirt drawn past my ears down over my head, 
sleeves drawn through my arms, like a stream, 


warm, both light and dark, poured through my sleep 
with many noises and with littering bird song, and I 
awake into the night sky littered with distant suns, I 
awaken into myself as a limb wakes up by being 
filled with blood, as a branch awakens filled with 
sun water, with green sap, and the self that I awaken 
to is also littered with star remnants fallen down 
from a great height, and yet I pour these out for you, 
these sun parched leaves, light veined tissue, living 
parchment documents 


The lore of the Egyptians gives to me seven selves, auras 
within and around me, seven eyes in the peacock 
tail spectrum of my fate, seven cards in the hand 
held out into darkness. 

The lore of the Egyptians gives to me seven cells 
in the infinite honeycomb left on the sands flushed 
in the iodine of sunset. 

The lore of the Egyptians gives to me seven powers, 
seven candles, small votive lights held on the back 
of my outstretched arm as I make my way through 
the tunnel of darkness, night tunnel filled with 
empty desert winds blown from the edges of the 
earth, from long before the kingdoms of sand. 


I know there are seven small candles held out on the back 
of my arm outstretched, dripping their hot wax onto 
my skin, tenacious stings of what are no longer 
bees, hot wax sealing the gaps, the lacunae of the 
written script of my flesh itself before it is read out 
aloud into the light, before in the outcry of the light 
at daybreak it can shout itself back, somewhere 
beyond the sun 

O when will it ever be read out aloud in the light? or must it 


wait until the final severing of light itself with the 
earth, in the darkness there somewhere beyond the 
western lands? 

Wind-tattered candlelight in the dark tunnel of 
passageways -- the first candle, the one that is 
nearest my heart is called REN, the name that is 
secret 

I walk through the corridor, the candle cutting out shapes in 
the night before me, tossing them every which way, 
the walls are concrete, the color of sand, there is no 
light but the candle, the corridor is like a well 

I move downward and downward, a bucket lowered slowly 
to the starry surface of the sky -- the wind out of 
nowhere, and the candle flame ripples, tattering, 
then gone 

Hands in the darkness around me, moving over my body, I 
feel the fingers on each, each finger as though quite 
separately an intelligence 

Tall presences standing around in a circle slowly, quickly 
narrowing to the space of my ribs, their pressure 
against me as I breathe, then further continuing 
pressure, their open eye sockets like octagonal cell 
holes in an empty hive 

Their mouths -- but there is only one mouth, directly 
opposite as I stare ahead into the twisted knothole 
of a tree, a gaping space crying upward in the midst 
of the torturous wood grain, flesh straining upward 
and screaming from the roots in the dark infinitely 
far beneath me and upward into the dark of the 
vertical well 


Angelic spirits inhabit the desert, and the voices of women 
are present too, yet in their voices there is the 
seething of sea foam, bees of light drawing the 
needle of honey through the eye of the comb, 


an infinite gallery of chambers hidden in the crystal 
of a sand grain 

The numerous shades of darkness fill the octagonal cells 
of night because of the voices of women 

They are setting a bed of sand and small mica stones next 
to the tiny ship I descry at the passageway’s far end 
candle light streams on the model of wood with its 
paper sails -- sea surf of white rose petals flaking 
like eczema from the waves of the moon sea, from 
the plane of the desert as it grows openly bright 
with bluish dawn 

Yet the walls of stone, of ivory and concrete are still 
massed above me, around me, I drift through the 
tunnels of silence and night like a blood cell 
through the vessel of an eye 

And then forms, men of radiance and casual devastation 
clothed with the opals of fire and sunset, spread 
wide the razors of holy light, icy and gold, in the 
sands falling through the waist of the hourglass, 
there, where a thousand streaming serpents climb 
the spilling apex of gold, the silt of sun rivers 

The first of the candles, the first of the selves, the one that 
is near to my wrist, held on the back of my hand 


Earth horizon, ancient, a mouth sucking the sun nipple, a 
wide mouth blowing the sun candle out, a jaw setting 
its teeth around the light, iron frame cracked in four 
pieces and buried in the sky, rising through the 
constellations into space and time, appearing as green 
forests, as amber steppes, as meadows streaming with 
horses, as fields of barley, rye, and wheat 

Sun tablet dropped into the glass of evening, and then the 
effervescence of small stars, earth horizon, no longer 
ancient, twisted matchbook of skylines palely ignited at 
morning, sun match set down into the river oil, igniting 


it, and the barges are small stones that are living things 
there 

There was a hand in the river, its fingers in the water made 
branches ferns bundles of green hay, made orange trees 
olive trees green and black and bright lemons, made 
tangled jasmine and white honeysuckle green burdock 
and ragged goldenrod and the laces of queen Anne, 
made gladiolas hollyhocks streaming magenta indigo 
and crimson made golden secretive walkers through the 
currents, the shallow and the deep 


Your beautiful hips are like a waterfall, I have said this 
before and I say it now again, your beautiful hips 
are like a waterfall, I kiss you now over and over, I 
kiss you now again and yet again, I kiss you now, 
now and forever your navel is a cup in which I 
drink the sun streams of the island, every bead of 
water trickling through the leaves of every hill, your 
navel is a small cup and I drink from it, how 
beautiful you are to me my love how I adore you 

Your beautiful hips like waterfalls, your small silk purse 
that is a straw through which I drink sun streams of 
the entire island, every bead of water trickling 
through the hills, leaves of every hill, and its white 
blue empty sky 


And so at your request I step through soft dust, your moth 
wing dust, silken, almost dry, a slight smear of 
moisture as though from very small crushed bodies 
liquefied 


Printing myself through the warm mud, volcanic lava mud, 
then with wax candle light droplets -- silken scarf 
mud -- mud for burying your face in, mud for 
smearing over your entire face and over your neck, 
up and down, mud for the hands and up and down 


the arms, mud for breathing in, for drinking, 
swallowing, mud for smearing across your chest, 
mud for up and down your stomach and mud down 
and in between your legs, warm mud there like the 
melted candle wax itself, so bright, raining, warm 


So I flowed into you like blood into a hand warm dark 
streams and the soft stream bed and grasped you 
under the small of your back and lifted upward 
inside of you and pulled almost entirely away and 
you clutched toward me quickly then and you let 
yourself go limp like loose cloth in my grasp and 
your legs fell to the sides like the logs in a fireplace 
and you held herself open and steady revealed 
exposed completely as the water holds itself out to 
the moon as the field holds itself out to the starlight 


I write this pornography for you, therefore, Shi-Chin, Lili, 
Mei-ling, Hong-ling, Ing-tao, Shiao-lann, I write 
this pornography for you, luminous blood splashed 
on the pages here, black light, intoxicated speech 


I write this for you, I do not give it to the others, I give it to 
you alone, useless gift of gemstones, of black 
diamonds, for it was you with your hand on the 
back of my head, searching with your fingers 
through my hair; you could express so much by 
holding my hand so tightly, at just that moment, 
Shi-Chin, Lili, Mei-ling, Hong-ling, Shiao-lann, 
your dark brown hair reached to the top of your 
shoulders, your black hair reached to the curve of 
your neck, your blond hair reached all the way 
down your back, you with your angular face painted 
in with shadows, you with your full round face, 
your graceful heart shaped face, your small subtle 
smile, your big broad smile, you with your rounded 


pretty eyes, with your eyes like a sleepy Siamese 
cat, with your amused and almond-like eyes, with 
your haunted and deep-set eyes, staring, watching, 
thinking 


You who would sit on the edge of the bed and shake your 
thick hair back over your shoulders as I watched 
from behind, and my heart was torn by the beauty 
of it, and by the beauty of your back itself, the small 
muscles, the string of pearls down your spine, how I 
loved you my beauty, my treasure, how I loved you 


You on whose lips I clung like a droplet of water on a leaf, 
and there where I chewed like a caterpillar on dark 
leaves, there where I was like a buzzard eating, your 
body laid out quite limp, and I pulled the skin and 
the flesh, and I tugged at the strips, and drew out the 
cord, while you lay there on the white sheet like 
darkened snow, your face resting on a pillow and 
one shoulder on the bed, and your hand reached 
back beneath to grasp my hand, and I knew that you 
loved me then, I knew this very clearly, how I loved 
you my beauty my treasure, my gorgeous woman, 
how I loved you, how I adored you 


As I kissed the back of your thighs and then ran my tongue 
up and down the back and side of your leg, first one 
then the other, as I kissed your calves, each, and 
then the backs of your thighs, harder now, as though 
to taste your skin, and then the soft skin of your 
buttocks and then your hips, and then I placed my 
tongue inside your opening and it was as if I were 
taking the phrase "to enter" quite literally then, 
trying to enter into you, how I loved you then, my 
beauty, my treasure, how I loved you, how I adored 
you 


You Shi-chin, you Hong-ling, Mei-ling, you Shiao-Lann — 
of exquisite frustrations muted in your quick, 
impatient cries, as you drew me into you, as you 
reached back to hold me between your thumb and 
forefinger and then, using some beetle legs 
hurrying, using the edge of a bird’s feather, the 
moire edge of a wing, you coaxed the underbelly 
and then grasped it all by the root and threw 
yourself down on the bed, your face turned to the 
side and cried out loudly, you, whose back I kissed, 
whose hair I pressed my face into, whose scent I 
breathed, you in whom, at last, there was a bird, a 
small bird beating and beating with its wings and 
straining to be let out and which burst, finally -- 
exultant -- from its cage and flew away as you cried 
out after it, and yet it vanished nonetheless, you, 
whoever you are, in whom I lay, against whose 
back I lay, thinking and yet not thinking, listening 
as the world came slowly back, as the magic circle 
narrowed, disappeared, and the ring of fire was just 
embers then; darkness was in the room, and in the 
darkness the red numbers on the clock, on the 
bedside stand, or there were red numbers glowing 
on the wall, or white numbers on the room’s 
monitor, you, whoever you are, whose quiet 
breathing I listened to, you, who grasped my hand 


I touched the side of your face very softly, and you smiled 
in a different way and closed your eyes, resting your 
cheek against my hand, and I leaned over and this 
time you did not pull away but came toward me 


Lips, very softly, tentative and then more, and then your 


brush tip touched the corner of my mouth, painted 
both my lips before disappearing back into the 
depths of your kiss 

What did I say to you then? I whispered to you then, but 
what? and there was a strange threshold crossed 
when I said those words, a change somewhere 
inside you, and you smiled in a delighted and shy 
way 


You began searching through me then — a complicated 
process unhurried, breathless, avid and yet very 
light, deft, entranced and expectant, searching -- 
around the very rim of my speaking lips, silently, 
and the feeling came forth out of you and you 
allowed it to come -- so mysterious at first, an 
unknown thing, and yet you struggled against me, 
pulling me into you, wrapping your arms around, 
and you opened your mouth as though you wanted 
to shout something into mine, riding your horses 
every one of them faster than the last, when was it 
that a calm was reached? And yet it was never 
reached, ply after ply gone through, leaf after leaf 
strewn down, thrown away, and you lay against my 
chest as a deeper calm seemed to come over you 
and our two mouths were one dark container 
holding two silver beads and holding two gold 
threads knotted together, my tongue was like my 
cock and your lips were like your lips, your tongue 
was your vagina, the back of your throat your 
cervix, I dare now to say this but I say it only to 
you, just softly connected with your full lips that 
you made even more full and you meshed your 
teeth into mine and we locked ourselves together 
like that and you smiled somewhere inside and 
softly laughed 


Then you began to whisper to me, not even any words but 
only sounds, and your tongue was in my ear and it 
was as though you were speaking a special language 
of your own and by means of its words you were 
painting an obscure and precise image, doing this 
with a great delicacy, with an impatient relish, 
weaving out these the dark fabric that it was, 
creating the canvas and painting the picture on it 
both at once and there was a calling of your breath, 
your breath was calling far inside the cavern of my 
head, far inside the held glass of my ear, come 
forward come forward come forward you were 
saying, hurry for then you had gotten too far ahead 
of me and the darkness you found there was killing 
you, swirling around you, and so she swirled your 
beacon all around the dark describing your 
messages, far in the depths of the cave, where she 
had painted your startling archaic fragments of 
dream 


But then there was time that passed, the ages and the fury 
subsided, the depths of elemental night subsided 
with all of their dreams and endless and nocturnal 
pursuit, and I was mere cloth again was mere paper 
and you dabbed at it precisely, satisfied with it for 
now, once again in control and then with a faint 
giggle of amusement at yourself, put the finishing 
touches on it, put your brushes away blew out the 
light inside me and closed the door of your studio 


And when you close it I am shut out from all of space 
excluded from all of time, stripped of all 
consequence, I am nothing then, I abandon myself 
now as the crying out of your springtime is a field 
of bright flowers burgeoning in the night of my 
mere vision I abandon myself to you spread out on 


the waters that you are I am held inside an ancient 
hurricane starlight drifts inside of me and crumbles 
and in the river the candelabrum of golden hair, a 
yellow of plaited light, as gold as wax droplets 
sweated down the candle’s side, and they are there, 
the shone ones, the light hollows, the fire embers in 
the cracking glass, like tree limbs sweated out from 
the light’s storms, droplets of fire squeezed from the 
light’s rag the burning drops of wax, sealing up the 
eyes in the sands of her abdomen, pebbles dropped 
into the still pond of her chest ripples of mercury 
shivering through her bleeding reflections, and now 
I know her, now, it is now that I know her as though 
for the first time. Ophelia. Only now is she silently 
disrobed, only now is this singular action revealed, 
space peeled away from space, time washed away 
from time, as rain is washed by rain down the 
gravestone of a window 


You are the woman who sells her body, what is it that you 
do, you sell your body for an hour but you do not 
sell yourself, and therefore what are you, 


These are your feet in high heeled open toe shoes, these are 
your feet in pointed toe shoes, witch’s shoes they 
are called, these are your feet in open shoes with 
low heels, black or red, these are your feet in 
sandals, in plastic sandals with one thong, these are 
your two bare feet in the mud in the grass in the 
sheaves of bamboo leaves and straw in the yard at 
your father’s farm, these are your bare feet in a 
puddle when you were ten, these are your bare feet 
as you walk along the dirt path that leas to the main 
road where you will put your sandals on but for now 
you carry them in order to make them last longer 
and you are on your way to school, these are your 


bare feet on the grass that you like to feel 
underneath them, these are your bare feet on the 
concrete floor of an eating place, the rain pouring 
down outside, steam coming up in the gutters, and 
you slip off your shoes in order to feel the coolness 
of the floor and its dusty grit as you eat your bowl 
of noodles, these are your feet in new shoes on the 
stone steps of a temple, in the crowded market 
stopping for a moment, hurrying on the tiles of the 
subway underground, these are your two feet in 
your new shoes, red shoes black shoes white shoes 
walking down the tiled corridor, your high heels 
clicking, these are your two bare feet in my hands 
here and now, your soft firm toes quite strong, their 
grip almost like another hand, the tendons visible 
your instep’s skin, strong precise bones within, 
numerous, and fragile like a fish’s skeleton 

the peanut shape of your sole, the yellow calluses at 
the backs of your heels like some sort of rind, your 
big toe a little shorter than the next one over, 
thought to be a sign of beauty among the Romans, 
these are your two bare feet, how beautiful are thy 
feet with shoes, O prince’s daughter 


These are your ankles, strong joints and tendons like the 
thick root of a tree, like the jointure of a tree root 
into the ground, like something made of polished 
ivory although I don’t know what for noting else is 
like these, these are you two ankles, most beautiful 
joined things ever seen, the work of the most 
skillful, who could have done this who could have 
made this thing that you are, you are altogether 
lovely, my beauty, my treasure, how I adore you 

And now this is one of your knees and this is the other one, 
they do not seem to be joints for they are to soft for 
that, they are creases in the inside of the most 


expensive silk créme colored silk a yellow créme, a 
precious fabric that there is no word for, and your 
knees are the crease and the joining between two 
bolts of it, your skin is the softest wrapping, your 
skin is the smoothest paper far too precious to ever 
be written on, your skin is the absolute word of all 
words, the total compendium of all meanings, I kiss 
down in between your soft pages I run my hands up 
and down your legs I would do this forever, how 
lovely you are my beauty, my treasure, how I adore 
you 


And now these are your hips, polished ivory and polished 
jade are nothing, most beautiful stones beneath a 
water fall, streaming darkness around them, filled 
with light, I put my face against your belly, just 
below your nave and I open my mouth wide I want 
to feel the fullness there the flexing soft tightness 
curve of an egg just taken warm out of the water 
cradled in the palm, your two hips are like two 
strong handles on the fullest jar, a jar of oil and of 
perfume and of wine, and all of these the finest, 
how beautiful you are to me my treasure, how 
lovely, how I adore you, and now this is your womb 
I can never see it, can never touch it, only draw 
close to it at moments, there within and here 
without, secret place of gold, of silver and of jade, 
gateway to the future and to the past 


And now these are your breasts your nipples, like crinkled 
rose petals, the softest cloth buttons, the new buds 
of a willow tree, the soft tufts of a willow branch, 
these are your breasts, inside of them I can feel the 
muscles, how strong your chest is, narrow and full, 
the opening between is soft, I can feel your heart 
beating, I can hear it beating loudly, I can feel your 


breathing, I can feel it sometimes soft and 
sometimes deep and powerful 


You are the woman who sells her body, what is it that you 
do, you do this thing and yet you do not do it and 
you do that thing and you do not, you kneel before 
the man and drink his semen, you take the man’s 
penis into your vagina, you take the man’s orgasm 
into your body, you take he man’s semen into your 
womb, you are the woman who sells her body, what 
is it that you do, you do this thing and yet you do 
not do it and you do that thing and yet you do not 


I give you my skin, take my hands, take my face -- that I 
could give you my body, take my arms and my legs, 
the rain falling down on me I walk the alleyways, 
the narrow streets, crooked figure of darkness, stray 
dog of the new world order trying not to be seen, a 
stupid grin on my face but it’s still the con, a girl in 
a door way the con there are five men three 
foreigners two Chinese small packets and red 
envelopes passed back and forth the con she seems 
stunned and does nothing then fades back sits down 
on a couch what is going on with each of these 
women? What do they suffer, what do they need 
need? 


And then I think of those burned by napalm white 
phosphorous and what it is to be that, to be there 
and not to be able to get away or to have it change, 
no night or sleep makes it different, no getting 
better tomorrow, no let up from the pain 


Therefore, human beings, do not look to the government of 
Washington for help, do not look to it for anything, 
it is the garbage of human history, a pile of shit, the 
end-time of the world 


Therefore human beings do not look to the bourgeoisie for 
help, it is the garbage of human history, there is 
only one war, there has only ever been one war and 
all the others are side lines, there is only the one 
dryness, one catastrophic drought and all the ripples 
of it are the many cracks in the earth 


Earth of drought like a tree of thirst drawing its dry roots 
inward cracking the earth’s soil apart, earth of 
drought like a spider of hunger joining its web of 
fissures into a vast network of emptiness and a vast 
archive of dust 

Earth of drought like a blind eye, earth of drought like a 
closed fist, earth of drought like a face smashed in 


Therefore, human beings, do not look to the oligarchy for 
knowledge, it is the garbage of human history, it is 
the shit smears on pieces of paper, it is the shit 
smears on pieces of cloth, it is the blood stains on 
little pieces of tissue, therefore, human beings, do 
not look to the oligarchy for information, it is the 
garbage of human history, it is lies sliding over each 
other like roaches, it is lies sliding through the 
public’s ear like urine through a catheter, it is lies in 
the public’s mouth like paint chips in the mouth of a 
child 


Therefore human beings, do not look to the oligarchy for 
beauty, for intelligence, for liveliness, creativity, for 
wit, it is imbecility and dullness, boredom, frivolous 
decoration, it is the stupidity of all snobbisms, it is 


the snot in the nose of discretion, it is the goop in 
the eye of judgment, it is the yellow wax in the ear 
of understanding, it is a total bore 


I give you a different source of beauty 


I give you a different source of beauty, more beautiful than 
beauty, reality 


Looking out from the southern hills at night the city 
stretches out its black silk, it has taken off its 
covering of rooftops, it has unfastened the pins and 
snaps of its plazas, of its courtyards and squares, it 
has opened up the zippers of its long boulevards and 
put aside the red purple amber aquamarine jewels of 
its millions of signs, its has slid from its silken 
cloud cover, its naked breasts are the hill, its raised 
up knees, it opens it lips of just barely visible sight 
lines and the tracings of streets that lie within total 
darkness, from the southern hills the woman is 
invisible in the darkness an she opens her legs wide, 
she slides her fingers in between and she opens her 
lips, the pulp of night burgeons invisibly, the air is 
warm and moist and there is the scent of flowers in 
the air whose names you have never heard of, the 
breeze bring it from all the unknown directions, 
whose names you have never heard of, the hills 
around lead the eye into a night you have never 
known, swarming with words you have never heard 
spoken, teeming with gestures you have never seen 


I am there, I am walking through the alleyways, a stupid 
grin on my face, running dog of the new world 
order, you do not what I am saying but I do know, 
you do not know what I have seen but I do know 
what i have seen, you do not know what I have 


heard but I do know what i have heard, I tell 
it to you now 


I was born in the other world, I did not know where or 
when I did not know who, and yet I lived in it as a 
cloth cut to its pattern; who were those people, on 
what stage did they move and speak seeming to live 
and now I look at my hands and I look at my face, 
at the patterns of light and shadow, the shapes the 
objects the mirror’s skin shows me, and I know that 
the mirror is itself a stage 


I am descended from Waldensian martyrs those speaking 
the language of Langue d'Oc, living in the regions 
of Calabria rocks of the Calabrian seacoast broken 
by the light into yellow flowers naked rocks cliffs 
of the Tyrrhenian sea, coast like a landslide 
enchanted to stillness above the blue mirror of the 
sun, sharp crevices of landscape, landscape of giant 
cubes of salt, tin roof landscape of the sea’s 
reflection, the blue wood grain sea, sea of wood 
grain nipples stretching out into the dark blue water, 
water as blue as ink, surface of bright water filled 
with haze, depths of blue green pelt in which a 
thousand furnace doors stand open broken crust of 
light battered tin pathway full of razor edges, 
drawing gashes bleeding out bright flowers from the 
hand of light, ripping the naked cheek of the sky, 
devastated landscape wind abraded rocks of 
shattered griddles on which heat sparkles where day 
light scintillates where heat rises in shimmering 
tatters of rain, denuded landscape from which the 
roman despotism stripped every tree, broken like 
small sticks to fashion wooden boats belted with 
iron of the pitiless legions, of the conscripted and 
enslaved men of Latium of Liguria of Campania of 


Calabria 


I am descended from Waldensian martyrs from dark 


Calabria with its dry fountains and its olive groves, 
scorched fabric stitched with threads of rock and 
asphalt roads, wind seething grasses no longer 
there in fields no longer there in fields never there 
in forests of dust stone quarries of the moon tipped 
over onto the sea’s bright frothing precipice, 
furrowed brows of the sun blinding sun visage with 
infinite rows of teeth the jaws of a snake opening 
outward turning inside out to reach into the sky, sea 
desert with oases of glare only, salt water as rough 
as sand, sea water heavy as lead, dark Calabria dry 
fountains of lunar olive groves traced through by 
wind as though through empty pages, parchment 
face of day, vernicles of night 


I am descended from Waldensian martyrs coming from the 


gardens of the piedmont, pursued there by the 
roman despotism of 16[], in atrocities denounced 
by the poet John Milton, and they journeying far 
south established a small village on the Calabrian 
sea coast, where my grandfather was born fleeing 
then himself the despotism of the sun, of the sun of 
poverty, pitiless inquisition, pitiless inspection, 
fleeing voyaging into the Atlantic ocean in steerage 
sleeping on straw that had been scattered on the 
deck, but even so still speaking the language of that 
village from which he came and which was occitan 
medieval Provencal the language of the 
troubadours, of Arnault Daniel of the egalitarian 
mysticism of primitive Christianity, 
undiscriminating mysticism of the book, of 
devotional poems of ecstatic and elevated love 
threaded through with the meander of Arabian and 


of Andalusian melodies, mystical revelation and 
communion of the Waldensians, of the Docenians, 
of Joachim di Fiore of Telesphorus of Cosenza 


I write this for you now Shiao-Lann, Mei-Ling, Houng 
Ling, I give this to you now, I give you the 
Calabrian hills themselves and their entire history, I 
break the seacoast into pieces for you and I place it 
in your hair, let it shine there like the constellations 
in the sky at night, I take the oil of the olive groves 
and pour it out for you, I pour it over your breasts 
and I pour it over your arms and over your legs, 
your eyes shine with it your skin is made a darkened 
gold in the lamplight of this room how glorious you 
are my beautiful you are my treasure of all treasures 


I pour out the sun’s overwhelming light, it is in this cup of 
tea I hand you, a pencil point at the bottom, or else 
you can feel it in the warmth of my skin as I 
embrace you, as I wrap you in my arms and in my 
legs, the warmth of my chest is like the hill’s 
shoulder where the sun has been, the warmth of my 
two arms are like that of the sub-tropical night 
itself, infinite night of Calabria steeped in the 
Tyrrhenian sea, rippling night of Naples, night of 
Tangier and of Cordoba, night of Taipei 


Think of that place now let your thoughts go now with 
mine and think of it in this room now in Taipei end 
city we will visit other places and times 


We will share these visits together and become part of each 
other that much more our two mid braiding together 
like two streams and so think of it with me imagine 


And now it is the early morning and the air is already 
warm, the sun is rising behind me. My shadow 
flickers out ahead over the salt crystal rocks the sky 
to the north and to the west is full of violet light and 
green light, the sky to the east is full of scarlet 


I climb the path that twists around through the rocks, in the 
light already strong, the brown sand at my feet 
twinkles and sparks 

From the hilltop facing the west the Tyrrhenian Sea is an 
unmarked expanse of water, the sun makes it green 
and turquoise in the shallows, and farther out it is a 
steel-blue crust with a sparkling and wrinkled skin 

From here Parmenides looked out in the 5" century BC, 
meditating the first thought of western philosophy, 
that all is Being and all Being is One, the thought of 
Parmenides, first thinker of the philosophy of the 
West 


The sea has shadow spots, like corpuscles, flowing beneath 
the sky’s surface; above, there is one sun, a single 
point below there are a hundred suns, submerged 
beneath leopard spots like furnaces each one so 
bright it cannot actually be seen 


I imagine a snake shedding its blue-green skin endlessly, 
eternally. The sun is above the hill now, the sky is 
an intense violet blue. Some gulls -- flashing white 
in the sun -- wheel out toward the south. 


All at once, I notice fishing boats here and there. They had 
been there all along, of course. Seventy years ago, 
one hundred years ago, these people left the place 
where they [had been]born] to journey to the distant 
fabled/remote golden country far to the west. It was 
A distance so far, a western edge so distant , as to 


be, for some of them perhaps, unimaginable. Who 
knows what they expected to find? 


Seventy years ago, a hundred years, these people followed 
night to the supposed country far to the west, lived 
there in that half-barbaric place, amid its repellant 
customs, among its minds without bodies, bodies 
without souls, men who are not men, women who 
are not women 


Seventy years ago, a hundred years, these people followed 
night to the supposed country far to the west, 
worked there, laboring for others, exploited used, 
pack animals of the capitalist masters of war 


Seventy years ago, a hundred years, these people followed 
night to the supposed country far to the west, died 
there most never seeing there homeland again 


Yet now it is Taipei, four way intersection of the Chinese 
feudalism of British imperialism of Taiwanese and 
American fascism of universal despotism 


Long road without sidewalk stretched in a slow curve like a 
section of lead pipe dusted over coarse gray sand 
and chalk dust mingled with amber red, out to the 
left where in the far distance the skyline tall 
buildings plum grey dull brick red créme white 
against the pale blue 


A road that was being widened by city crews that like all 
city crews left their trucks and yellow bulldozers in 
place when they went home for the day and on 
weekends, past a large junk yard of abandoned cars, 
a concrete wall enclosing high school that look like 
small military bases, walled in with wire on top of 


the wall, a uniformed guard in an enclosed 
guardhouse at the entrance 


The green and steep hills around little shaded in green 
spots a few trees flowering bushes, a rough-hewn 
stone old fashioned wrought iron 


Flowers, brightly crowding balconies and attended with 
streaming creeper vines, hanging like an old sage’s 
traditional whiskers gardens on the roofs of their 
apartment houses, sometimes even large enough for 
tomatoes beans and small plots of corn, along with 
the riotous crowds of flowers 


On the road in to town, you see crates of live chickens and 
pigs being brought in, this after just having passed 
through the suburb of Taoyuan with its rice fields 
and bamboo groves and secluded shrines, bright 
green countryside running with bright streams of 
sweat seeping into the city, breaking the city’s crust 
open other street is always being torn up a steep 
slope arcs past a small restaurant temple of red 
stone with a cauldron of ash the size of an old 
fashioned laundry tub, silver with an apparently 
gold rim, and on the back wall a panel depicting the 
Guan Yin Buddha, the goddess of mercy 


Yellow and red flowers starting up from green vases here 
and there, a stretch of old storefronts of dark red 
brick the second and third stories now 
as in the past homes to the lowest sector of the 
working poor) with second and third story 
apartments above, an old pane glass window 
cracked half its length on one in a pattern like rain 
water branching down and plastered with gray duct 
tape on the inside, new tape that tells you someone 


lives there 


And the road mounts its steep hill with a solid block of 
buildings a hair cutting place and then first floor 
apartment another small temple and a woman 
sweeps the walk in front of it every day early in the 
morning 

An alleyway typhoon blowing up huge cumuli massing 
darkly over the city, wind gusting smoky whirlpool 
of gravel spun up against the buildings’ sides with a 
sound like a chain whipped against a metal box, and 
in that one single sound for an instant one could 
glimpse, as though in a brief sound bite front] at 
ground level a family that had set chairs out on the 
sidewalk smoked the men and talked men and 
women and children screamed and ran around 
they sat on a low wooden bench small wooden 
chairs or stools men on heels near the doorway 
passed around small cups of tea and cigarettes 


I attempt to lay hands on the city itself through the 
barriers of time and place and language history fate 
itself 


The road lead up in a slow curve between the two rows of 
tenements with their washing hung on lines on the 
balconies or clipped by means of wooden hangers to 
the iron grille work looking out on the street heat 
shining street amber gray dust where a young 
woman walks a yellow parasol white flags of 
laundry flashing in the sun crowded up against the 
road the amphitheater of apartments piled up on the 
road’s curve seven and eight stories high black 
wrought iron green iron grille work silver railed 
balconies the street itself hazy wit heat and sun 
edged chevron of motorcycles were crowded and 


serrated like pine cone bristles sight itself vision 
itself as it takes in the crowded building ugly in 
themselves but made beautiful by the flowers on the 
balconies and even by the laundry too and by the 
light and the light shouting heat streaming air itself 
this bright air in which space\and time seemed to 
seethe and burn burgeoning with unknown 
possibilities in which the ordinary shimmering 
apartment blocks mounted the steep cliffs of the 
parrot green hill that in the high summer was 
buzzing with a thousand suns took me forward and 
backward and time in time and in space I was there 
in Taipei Italy these tenements this burning bright 
air this intense heat this light swimming dusty road 
these crowded together motorbikes this crowded 
city itself 


As ina film by Hou Hsoia-Hsien -- late afternoon. The 
overwhelming sun 

Bright clouds are moving to the hot and steady breeze 
trees along the boulevard the light is sharp, intense 
and clear, a razor-flash on windows, steel fittings, 
car windshields. Now light is genuinely light; 
shadow is shadow now 


As in a film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien -- The clarity of space 
combining With a brief and yet intense, complete, 
illumination of the world -- a sacrifice of space to 
total and consuming light, a sacrifice of earth to 
light's bright razor edge 


As ina film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien -- As though the widest 
angle lens were stretching, bending space as though 
to make it more than visible, as though to make it 
more than real -- palpable, ample, fillable, 
completable, a bright and all-containing realm 


illuminated gaze Into the ultimate and sacred world 


As ina film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien-- The world of sky and 
clouds, of light and earth, Of trees and foliage, of 
seen and unseen winds of changing dispositions and 
the shapes of clouds, of wind shadows over hills 
and fields, light-transfigured earth, The all- 
encompassing and yet unnoticed earth, The dark 
immoveable and pagan earth, Buddhist earth Taoist 
earth Christian earth 


As in a film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien -- The many, one; the 
silent, whispering; The world now naked, 
unforeseen, and burning In its bright external 
splendor, its irrational darkness Now I see what is 
before me and as it is 


As ina film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien 


I walk along the street The bright sun warm upon my 
shoulder, while only blocks away the houses of the 
poor burn and shine 


As ina film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien --The light that sparks 
and mirrors from an aluminum-patched siding, the 
white and pealing paint, the cluttered, porch and 
roof, the bathroom with no door 


As ina film by Hou Hsiao-Hsien The foamy water 
shimmering, as though in sand waves, out along the 
empty and hot street and running into gutter pools, 
the silence in the empty street, no children anymore, 
the water in mud puddles reflecting the bright 
evening sun, day and then coming night among the 
poor -- 


As ina film by Hou Hsia-Hsien 


Only loving is important this I know now, only knowledge 
matters this I also know, the sky is a red cloth 
scorched by the city night, and crowded in the midst 
of the city the soul is banked with coals, the soul I 
dare to speak of it to the degenerated race of the 
Americans 


And the river twists like a necklace on a dresser and the 
world inside of you is a like skein of lights like the 
ink streets of the city neon ravaged night, the heart 
inside of you lies beneath faint ash, and I plunge my 
hands into the bed of coals I gather them by 
handfuls I break them into diamonds rubies molten 
steel coals like raw flesh their gaping light their 
dazzling abrasions rips through the charred fabric, 
bleeding out invisible blood that tints the dark, I 
plunge my hands into the fiery beds the sparks fly 
up from a thousand cigarette ends outside the night 
is pitted corroded by the city’s acids, the city’s face 
is eaten half away and above, the huge night 
sprinkled with small lights echoing with the 
screams of traffic, and with mysterious hidden lives, 
unregarded, destitute, and I wonder what it is what 
could it ever be, this clamoring around me, bright, 
spectral and accusing, historical catastrophe has 
severed me like a finger from a hand intoxicated 
burdened with weightless fantasies confused worn 
and fatigued with the burning polluted city, its 
tawdry elegance, swarming luminous enigma, 
intoxicated wary lost trying not to be seen trying to 
become invisible amid the avalanche of light the 
night suns popping on the blinded retina wandering 
half lost and lost completely running dog black 
alley cat of the new world order 


down through the night markets down past the warehouses 
and the narrow lanes the small shrines small eating 
places like bright lit garages the small courts filled 
with trees and shrubs like a square flower pot open 
to the moon that slides along the buildings’ edges 
like a coin above a slot down through the narrow 
markets crooked alleys with broken furniture set out 
small houses made of brick the size of garden sheds 
small tree spots with concrete tables and benches 
near where convenience stores and old warehouses 
of dilapidated brick mingle with the fragments of 
the countryside and where at last there is some 
partial quiet in the subtropical evening 

and people come home now from work riding motor 
scooters, two or three on one, the men in tea shirts, 
the women in dresses sitting on the back, in jeans if 
they are girls, sometimes with no helmets, their hair 
died dark brown with henna, their hair cut short at 
the neck, their hair long and down their back 

and the people have come home from work standing in the 
concrete cubes of light waiting for their vegetables 
and noodles, small square formica tables with jars 
of chili sauce and clips of pink paper napkins, the 
breeze from the street blowing in, the cold sea surf 
air of the winter months, the hot humid air of the 
summer, the restless taiphoon air of the early 
autumn full of electricity sudden bright gray rain 
showers and steam drifting above the street, the 
asphalt shining like wet plastic 

bars in the evening, brown air and indigo skies above the 
yellow lighted lime green lighted windows 
advertising red amber ale dark Holland beer 
Japanese beer, beer from Tsing Dao 

customers in the aqua light of the karaoke bars, in the green 
beer bottle dimness of the strip club in the tea dark 


atmosphere of the massage parlor 

customers at the wooden outdoor tables at the fancy 
restaurant where the girl is bringing a dish of 
noodles in peanut sauce 

customers in the brightly lit convenience store buying 
cartons of fresh eggs, buying bottles of yogurt milk, 
buying cans of sweet brown coffee from Indonesia, 
buying soft white Japanese cakes, buying gossip 
magazines, American bourbon, cigarettes 

customers in hall like eating places with no front door, 
motorcycles pulled up to the front where feint 
orange light tints the broken up brick pavement, 
inside flattened sides of cardboard boxes on the 
floor, circular griddles as wide around as wine 
barrels cooking shiao bing, greasy paper lined 
baskets with yo tiao sticking up 

devastating beautiful city moody and rain swept your rows 
of barracks like building like burnt sugar cubes 
eaten away in typhoons city with a banyan tree of 
afternoon rain down over it city with a corrugated 
roof of mist city with an open roof of bright green 
sun how I love you Taipei, city of Chinese faces, 
nearly fatal city and yet to this day I love you, 

it is you I love Chao-Ti, documentary film maker and 
political activist, it is you I love Ding Shan, expert 
in wing chun gung fu, friendliest man in the entire 
world subtle discerning teacher, it is you I love 
Chen I shun, doctor of herbal medicine even though 
you almost killed me, with your betel nut stained 
teeth your cigarette smoke thoughtfully exhaled, 
your consultation room lined with carved and 
throne-like chairs from the Ching dynasty, it is you 
I love Jioa Ing with your huge smile and flawless 
English it is you I love Chih Wei, scholar of 
literature, it is you I love Chi Yen, student of 
psychoanalysis, blind since you were twenty, you 


attempt to see with the mind and heart what is 
invisible to the eye, it is you I love Taipei, city of 
Chinese faces 

devastating city beautiful city moody and rain swept city 
you that made me know the life that I had never 
known, fabulous and miserable city, roach infested 
Asian nowhere, how I adore you, how you gave to 
me within your green and light burnt hills as though 
in two cupped hands an entire a world, a history, a 
fate 

fate of an unknown visitor amid the destiny of a people 
pushing out the walls around themselves like blood 
inside a bruise for freedom dignity, destiny of a 
people, those whose car horns whose talking 
laughter shouts and all the echoes of them all 
reverberated in the light slashed caverns, in the 
alleyways in the markets in the boulevards 

afternoons amid the white washed cubes with flowers on 
their rooftops with red painted doors with silver 
grates across windows, with concrete walls and 
dusty concrete floors, with wooden framed screen 
doors leading onto concrete porches where the wash 
is hung along bamboo poles where the green hills 
around burn in the sun, where the blue sky is white 
with heat, where down through the alleyway would 
come the peddler with his small blue flat bed truck 
piled high with junk, with pieces of plumbing, metal 
fixtures, hub caps, metal grilles, sheets of 
corrugated aluminum, calling through a small 
loudspeaker to the neighborhood 

afternoons amid the flashing traffic on the boulevards, near 
the apartment complex where an old man in a gray 
knit shirt and dark pants sits under a tree, liquid tree 
shadows washing him, and washing the bone white 
concrete sidewalk before the gated building, whose 
red brick and black windows rise up ten stories, 


where down the alleyway misted with dust and light 
three boys are playing, shouting out at the top of 
their voices into their world 


afternoons when the entire life of the crowded city seemed 


all this 


to well up inside of me like restlessness like hunger 
like thirst like laughter itself and I opened the 
mouth of my heart wide to drink the entire day, the 
feeling of a city moving in me, almost unknowable 
and yet knowable, almost impossible to say and yet 
sayable, confusing overwhelming clamoring with 
light and movement vibrating with itself at cross 
purposes in which I yet could feel in the scattered 
crowded reality rich and poor at once old and new 
at once of the huge subtropical city building inside 
of me as something not merely mine nor even mine 
but rather general and yet so real imperfectly and 
yet not dimly recognized felt and known a flash of 
something minute and vast untraceable undeniable 
the silent movement of the world itself the force of 
history 

was poured into me as a waterfall is poured into a 
cup, feeding the confused excitement of someone 
who loves and yet does not know what he loves, of 
someone who knows and yet does not know who or 
what but yet still knows, and I spoke out to you 


afternoons on the His Men Ding, on the Dun Hua south 


road on the Chong Ching North Road on the Ba De 
Road I spoke out to you on the hills out past 
Hsindian on the courtyards of Shi Linn and Yong 
Chun in the broad streets of Tien Mu in the market 
at Shunglien in the outskirts of Jong He I spoke out 
to you 


and yet you did not hear me and yet you did not know me 


and yet you did not see me even though I was there 
knowing you seeing you hearing you speaking to 
you 


Now coming back to my apartment filled with that 
experience that was so new to me, I walk beneath 
the shade trees near the university and see the 
mountainsides around marked out with stone tombs 
that shine in the hot light and eventually I find 
myself as though coming out of a dream at the 
limits of the city once again, on the hills to the 
southwest looking out onto the crinkled surface of 
the city itself where the day is salt cubes of light 
where traffic is beads of sweat streaming down the 
city’s face and there is a restlessness inside of me a 
seed that had been dead before and as I come up 
around the long curve I see the excavation dug out 
of the earth along the road side earth movers left by 
the crew departed for the day, the bulldozer and 
shovels left standing, and there is a wooden barrier 
along one side for pedestrians and on top of it 
someone has left a red shirt 


What kind of disquiet comes into me now in front of this 
red shirt left here, what kind of restlessness stirs 
inside of me, what sense of tragedy, what feeling of 
hope? 


In the humid air I am like a sponge soaked in an 
atmosphere of twilight, of passion hope and fear, a 
horror of my own country suffocates me, and I feel 
as though with the fingertips of my mind, touching 
at them blindly, clumsily, the possibilities for 
others, for other people elsewhere and the destiny of 
nations hangs suspended like a bead of water in a 
web, like a rain bead at the edge of a leaf, leaf 
shaped island of Taiwan green sponge that soaks the 
entire east china the south china sea, the skin 
burning sun itself and the cloudy maelstrom of the 


typhoon with black clouds like carbon with 
lightning cutting down through the night shaving it 
cutting through the world, with rains like 
avalanches, with air smelling like peaches afterward 
and with diamond nights reflected in the harbors, 
leaf shaped island of Taiwan green hope of the 
coming people 


I undress in the darkness in a box like room, the air 
conditioner exhaling endlessly, my passions and my 
dreams are here in this body that I am in the dark 
room lying here by myself trapped inside of me 
how can they ever be expressed how can they ever 
be fulfilled how can I ever have the life I dream of 
how can I drag myself into the light that I envision, 
how can I help another to do the same the 
incongruous echoes all around me in the darkness 
the impossible reverberates you who read me, do 
you know the meanings of the words I use? 


A private ritual. The movement of the body like a diffused 
pulse, rhythmic, steady, a gathering of images, as of 
a word about to come, or a drop of water hanging at 
the faucet's lip. The organ of utterance is not merely 
the tongue. Yet the power of utterance searches 
outward to gather around an I, a center. The hand, 
though, is strangely separate. My legs feel very 
distant as though only the most tenuous thread of 
recognition connected them with my fixed and 
searching gaze, which lapses toward indifference 
now and then. And now the rhythm of the body is a 
steadier and louder pulse ascending by way of 
intervals, each interval an increase of concentration, 
a slightly higher pitch. And her sounds, her 
breathing, her movements, just ever so slightly not 
my own -- not my own by the small interval of 


absence, as though my body were held, now, by the 
images in the light fanned out across the ceiling in a 
scalloped aura tinted by the color of the curtains, 
where the intent gaze must seek her, and where it 
yet finds nothing 


What are you as you search the rhythms of the passing self, 
like a piece of music improvised and listened to 
through a wall, your ear placed to the thin partition 
of your body which separates you from yourself, as 
well as from the other, as the moment arrives and 
night is spoken in its word, as the word is spoken in 
its breath, as the gathering utterance is found and 
then lost, spasming and dying in the grasp, melting 
to a mere wetness left in one’s hand 


And now a moment of peace is enough to reveal the heart 
of an anxiety as clear as the night outside the 
window, and so by what routes does the heart come 
to its perfect fullness by what routes even in the 
confusions of twilight, even in the ignorance of total 
darkness a moment of peace and then in me the war 
itself is reawakened, the American aggression 
against the south eastern countries, the war that was 
for me the war of all wars, the quintessential act of 
inhumanity, of human baseness, for here could be 
seen in a fundamental way the total degeneration of 
a people, the Americans, the anthropologically 
degenerate, the scum of the earth 


And in my moment of interrupted peace I see as though in a 
reverie the well-known visage of the great Chiang, 
war lord of Taiwan, client of the American 
government, betrayer of his people, I see the visage 
of the great Chiang in the glare of morning light 
already illuminating the excavated road white sun 


red sun already making warm the earthmover’s 
aluminum skin vibrations shake the surface of the 
earth fill the air with noise Taipei hums and shivers 
in the steady earthquake of construction and the 
atmosphere above the busy street sounds the way 
that heat shimmer looks, the vibrations ripple out 
through the whole city through the whole world like 
the spider web of cracks around a bullet hole in 
plexiglass like rumors like actual news 


Lunch time and walking down the Dun Hua South Road 
through the overpass with the metal sculpture of 
Don Quixote on his horse they are tearing up the 
street again dark brown workmen with no shirts a 
bare pipe gleams silvery metallic blue like a 
horsefly’s wings two guys sit on the truck gate 
eating lunch from small white boxes night club 
signs in the midday are like snuffed out candles the 
sun will kill you here but the men are working 
anyway amid a sea spray of white dust in the 
furious light of the entire world, they are working 
anyway they are working anyway in Taipei the four 
way tie up Taipei crossroads of space/ time 
sluiceway for the four sewers at once of fascism, 
capitalism, feudalism imperialism sewer drain 
Taipei, ancient colonial nowhere and whorehouse 


Life through the centuries life through the centuries, this is 
what was hinted at last evening stunned in the brief 
segment of its crying out of that distant train, that 
train that was wailing disconsolate as though 
astonished to exist, joined with another event 
another act private behind the line of my eyes which 
were perhaps closed 


Acts of love, but lost in the confusions of a body of a self 


arisen out of circumstances out of chance, needing 
to hide yet, grasping, confused 


Life through the centuries, what it has been, for so many, in 
the affluent districts of Tien Mu and Yong Chun 


And who was there to hear it, the cry in the night, lost in 
the confusion of the traffic, in the lunar cracks of 
alleyways 

And I was stroking your face your hair holding your hand 
that you had slipped into mine, life through the 
centuries, a hand that a head of hair a hand that had 
slipped as though out of the ruins of the 17" 
century, in the vast nightmare of Chinese history, in 
the vast nightmare of Western history, in the vast 
nightmare of Asian history 


Images come to me now, images of the Fall of Saigon the 
man dangling from the helicopter runners the man 
punched in the face clawing his way onto a cargo 
plane Liberation of Saigon how well we remember: 
the Saigon women the tree lined boulevards iron of 
the old hotels French doors with tiny balconies 
images come to me now: stone urns along the 
sidewalks the markets selling vegetables and fruit 
the fragmentation grenade one day the men with no 
legs on wheeled boards the women slim and shapely 
almost doll like wrought iron fences around 
balconies. images come to me now: a sharp spring 
wind blowing. White urns with nothing in them. 
Traffic released from its starting gate, the street 
vibrating, construction noise drowned out. Cargo 
plane over head cannot be heard, its dark green 
fuselage looks charred in the sunlight bursting 
through clouds like the geodesic dandelion puff 
inside an ice cube. 


The city was being squeezed and kneaded, it was 
throbbing. Ragged crowds were hemorrhaging 
down the wider boulevards, each person shape 
waving an invisible ticket holding it up as though to 
keep it dry. yet on one street, empty now, sudden 
rains blew through the sides of five palm trees that 
flashed the bone structure of chicken wings or of 
dried fish. The trees were like people partially 
erased by snow sprays from a fire hose, protesting 
loudly, open mouthed, swallowing some, shoved 
backward, blowing off like pieces of roofing. A 
Chinese-made tank set itself across a street entrance 
like a headstone over an open grave. the sponge 
city, squeezed and wrung out, dribbles its last 
blood. Ink is being poured into the sky. 


Images come to mind now: There is the building. Bunker 
like concrete. Three stories. Evacuated high school. 
Broad walkway up the stairs, open at each landing. 
The roof. It is night. It is day. Bonfires are lit 
somewhere in the sky. building are crying out only 
a few blocks north. Sunrise sunset broils in the sky. 
yellow light, blood juice clouds. 


The helicopter is black then green. Light darkens somehow. 
Tachycardia stethoscope air; pummeling air, throat 
tightening shadows, suffocating wind wash. Strobe 
light blades enforcing crouched abasement. 


Scurrying. 


Where are you from? I ask, although you have told me 
before, but again I ask, Where are you from? 


Tell me your name I must have it now your real name do 
you have one? Tell me your real name, and so in 
response you tell me, images move through its 


syllables, images within its characters, images in 
my mind, can these last themselves be named and 
be assessed, images, I feel the rivers of deep green 
where shallow and thin boats are floating, the sun 
filled labyrinth of the narrow waters, the rain filled 
markets, as though in silver point, I see the silent 
temples in the early light, I hear the chanting of the 
monks in their yellow robes, in their white and gray 
robes, I see the small roads outside of town with 
their beige white dust, the open markets in the 
morning the streets coursing with bicycles in the 
evening 


Tell me your name, and when you do, I know that you were 
raised in poverty in the country side, the floor in 
your family’s home of three room was dusty 
concrete, you had seven brothers and sisters you 
are [a farm girl], raised in poverty, although you did 
not know it; your family grew melons, beans and 
peas, guava and sugar cane; pigs roamed around 
your yard, and in the fall you burned the peanut 
plants; walking back to your farmhouse made of 
brick from fields quincunxed with smoldering 
clumped fires, your clothes were fragrant with the 
peanut smoke, your hands and forearms stained 
with dirt and grass. 


Your Chinese hair, thick and absolutely black, a thousand 
Arabian ponies could not have the like of it: 
luminous and lustrous, like the blackest coffee 
poured out endlessly, a swaying curtain to your 
shoulders, light gleaming on its surface; it is like a 
stream expressing your deep nature: not your mind 
and not your body’s life, some pure abundance that 
you shed around you as you walk into a room or 
bend to straighten something, and then come to talk 


to me; it is a thing somewhat apart from you, and 
yet still you -- limitlessly graceful, fragrant in yet 
untellable ways, and yet there is no end to what it 
tells. 


The moon spotlit ocean of midnight, breeze from the 
mainland, and some low small waves, a moon half 
hidden by cornflower clouds...the air is warm and 
smells of sand and salt. 

You are a silhouette in the blue dark where you stand, 
holding out your hand to me yet looking out toward 
the eastern sea of China, looking far into the past, 
where your family came from. 

The sea rocks just visible between green waves are ranks of 
soldiers, ranks of centuries, changing even as we 
look at them. 

The mainland, centuries old, yet changing, even as we look 
toward it, unable to see it, unable, really, to see 
anything. 


It was evening, an evening in January. There was an cold 
rain outside. It was Taipei. Sky of dried ink. 
Buildings of four and five stories the color of sand 
standing around the street like bleachers in a 
stadium. Some windows like a blind man’s dark 
glasses, balconies like knocked out teeth. some are 
honey colored rectangles glowing, rain fabric of 
night, luminous signs are suspended in it, glaring 
through in banana yellow, electric lime green, 
bright aqua stains. Yellow taxis dim and shiny 
swooping past in a quick effervescence swiftly past 
then clumping up into necklaces or coming toward 
you head lights boiling, crossing against each other 
like fencers’ blades, they eat away the darkness like 
an acid. 

He flags one of them down by raising his right hand as 


though he were that absurd statue in the harbor at 
New York. The door hangs open for a second like a 
twig snapped part way off. Turning himself down 
into the back seat he sees her. She had been 
watching him. The city is a place of chance, of faces 
that appear out of the rain. 

Her breasts, in a white blouse with all sorts of frills over it, 
complicated frills like the crinkled lips of an iris, are 
pressed against the cab’s window. She wants to be 
let in. her star hands are there. Her sucking palms. 
There were rain bubbles, convex rain lenses on the 
window. He opens the door. Traffic noise water fall. 
A cold spray and he sees the pebbly wet surface of 
the street. the night is raw. Where, he asks her. No 
care, she says. Then she is crowded beside him, her 
clothes are damp she is like an armful of vegetables 
from one of the open air markets. Her face is a long 
oval and she has black hair somewhat tangled down 
to the top of her chest. There white mosquito netting 
there and he sees the lily throat in the dim 
compartment, the leather of the seat creaking 
underneath them. How much he asks. No care, she 
says. No care, he asks. She looks at him with 
smiling raised eyebrows and turns to look out on the 
street. The taxi had been standing motionless, and 
then, as though suddenly remembering she speaks 
to the driver in the forceful and strangely nasal 
Taiwanese dialect. The driver’s nod is visible 
briefly in the mirror. As they begin to move she 
wraps three fingers of her left hand around his hand. 
Then she brushes up and down his forearm as 
though she were feeling the pile of a carpet. She is 
amused. Hen duo mao, she says. Lots of hair. Yes I 
know he smiles ducking his chin toward his chest a 
little. He leans over to kiss her on the cheek but in 
perfect synchronization she leans away and flashes 


her eyes in the direction of the driver. Hao, he says. 
Which means, Ok. 

City streets drip gold through the windows. From four 
directions at once. The cab penetrates deeper into 
the sequins that are spilling past. The Buildings are 
scaly bright cubes rotated around their secret 
compartment. The city night is a mobile sculpture 
of splashes and blarings announced all around. His 
heart is beating slightly fast. Just slightly. Perhaps it 
is not in reality, but yet he feels that it is. For a 
second he wonders what the driver must be thinking 
but then he remembers where he is, and he reminds 
himself that these things are done all the time. It is 
Taipei, rain city of night. Luminous hemorrhage of 
night’s artery across one window. It is Taipei, 
darkened city of million lights, city of hoarded gold 
flashing everywhere through the typhoon night the 
subtropical night, night of earth storm city, end city 
of crushed and bleeding light seeds dripping down 
the fabric of the mile long boulevards, city of 
museums that hold the stolen treasures of the Ming 
and Ching dynasties, in the aftermath of cataclysms, 
of renewal and of catastrophe. 
this here ok? 

He shrugs his shoulders. She chops her chin down and 
smiles. Her chin is a little short he notices. Arrested 
movement. The feel of the paper fabric, minute 
striations oaf the plum colored bills in his fingers. 
The driver’s hand, illuminated in ginger ale, is the 
color of brass. His teeth are stained not with tobacco 
but with betel nut. Everyone smiles. He extend his 
right arm like a line thrown across chasm and pulls 
the door latch for her pushing it open with his finger 
tips. 

She leads him in. she is familiar with the place. She 
mandarin now, in a clear luminous voice, She tells 


the desk clerk that she would like a room for one 
hour. he neither smiles nor frowns, is neither 
amused or disapproving, but consults his computer 
screen. Then he hands her a plastic card, telling her 
the room number. 

They open the room’s door. Stepping in he feels how clean 
it is. It is an ordinary hotel room. There is a service 
for tea and coffee on top of a television. There is a 
small refrigerator. 

To be with a woman that you have paid, to be with a 
woman who is there because you have paid her — 
what is it exactly? World’s oldest profession it is 
said, a word a term that every language knows. Yet 
what is it? It is said that there is, at times, in 
contexts, in this historical epoch, a cash nexus 
between human beings, that is to say, the mere 
connection of money passed from one person to 
another. He thinks suddenly as he is undoing the 
strap between her shoulder blades, kissing the back 
of her shoulder just then, quickly briefly just a peck 
and then another at the edge of her right shoulder, 
feeling how beautiful she is, drinking her beauty, 
her skin her hair, that he can feel on his brow like 
grass blades, the wonderful reality of her, living and 
there, in her own thoughts, in her own life and 
body, as she tilts her head back and to the side a 
little, to the side toward him and not to the side 
away, of an old blues song that he heard once, 
women women go from man to man/and money 
money go from hand to hand. And yet what is it? 


A woman’s breasts suddenly disclosed. The sheet is 
scalloped around her. The bedside lamp pours out 
its oil. And then suddenly, again suddenly, he is 
holding her differently, his forearms caging her 
head. He looks at her, she has her eyes closed and if 


you saw them now you would think he was 

studying her forehead or perhaps grooming her in 
some way. What is she? This thought circulates in 
his mind, coming back around and back around. Did 
I give you your money he asks. Although he knows 
perfectly well that he did. She widens her eyes and 
slides her chin down while raising her shoulders. 
Yes, she says. He is baffled momentarily. He gets 
up. Now she is baffled. 


Now she is watching him. he crosses to the dresser with the 
tea service on it. He had set the bills down 
underneath a saucer in a fan shape. He did this of 
course As a convenience for her and in an attempt 
to be considerate. He opens his wallet. Here, I give 
you more. He says. He places three thousand NT on 
the dresser near the cup. The charge was six 
thousand, so he has given her a fifty percent raise. 
She gets up, stepping out from crumpled sheets that 
hold her like the border around a cameo, swinging 
the other slim calf across and comes toward him not 
slowly. Her curves and her bare feet on the carpet. 
An dark blue carpet. Or perhaps it was a deep red 
carpet. 

It dawns on him he has actually made a mistake of some 
knows that he has made it. She looks at the new 
hand of bills that he has set down clearly for her, in 
the shape of a fan, in the shape of a hand of cards. 

They embrace at first tentatively as though something were 
in the back of both their minds. They are both 
thinking of something else, and yet they are not 
thinking of it. It does not need to be thought about. 
In intervals between deep kisses in which becoming 
almost frantic at moments clawing at him as though 
to gather him into herself more fully and 
completely, and at unpredictable moments as 


though raising herself up out of a fever of some 
kind, she seems about to speak to him, she seems 
about to say something, either in his language or in 
hers and yet then does not speak, but sinks back 
down, like a swimmer under a wave, and then she 
pulls him down more deeply into her. Until at last 
they are speaking very loudly to each other anyway. 
he cannot actually remember later whether this took 
place in bed or even actually in fact on the floor 
itself. On the dark blue carpet, on the deep red 
carpet. Later afterward he cannot actually 
remember, he remembers other things instead. They 
lay there for a long time afterward, this he does 
know, this he does recall, and she told him about 
her childhood, she told him of her father who was 
an old man now, but who was still fit and active, 
and who still ran his farm on the outskirts of a 
nearby suburb, of her four brothers and three sisters, 
she being the second oldest girl, of how in how in 
the autumn they would burn the peanut plants in 
fields, and of the heavy smoke, of the trouble that 
her older brother had got into once with the police, 
but of how some friends had taken care of it, and 
then of her one of her older and of one of her 
younger sisters, the one who wanted to be nurse 
and the other who was in fact an engineer, and 
finally she told him of how one time when she was 
a child a typhoon blowing through the entire 
northern part of the island had taken the whole roof 
right off their farmhouse, and how they went for an 
entire month without a roof, and how once when 
she was thirteen she had hid from her father up in a 
tree, and of how when he came out into the yard 
looking for her and calling, she kept hidden 


Taipei End-city of light: crumbled charcoal of sunset 
buildings and the ember glow of last light down low 
between. Fire gleams of stop lights. 


O the lost roads slipped between the shadow grate of my 
fingers as I knelt on the light-tinted pavement. 


End-city of lost time sunk beneath gathering clouds of ash. 


A single tree rises through the street grating. The yellow 
dry leaves shiver in the breeze. Cars full of 
adolescents hurtle down darkened streets. 


Radiant woman of the rain silk night confused with a lace 
of stars, How you mimic all the traceries of dreams, 
Vermouth and opium your rank injustice. 


O my white flower of the neon streets Where has the rebus 
of the free market Positioned you in, as it were, the 
larger scheme? 


Luminous hemorrhage of night’s artery, outside the blinds 


Bianca you have inhaled the white smoke of autumn as 
fires purify the blood stains of fallen leaves. 


Taipei, end-city of light 


And yet a new world struggling to arise a new world 
inevitably arising, a new world which is not world 
of east or of west but is of both, a new world which 
is not the world of male or of female but is of both, 
a new world which is not the world of rich or of 
poor but is for all who will have no need of money, 
a new world which is not the world of native born 


or of foreigner, but is a world where all are 
welcome everywhere and where each is unique and 
bathed in a special light that seems to come from far 
beyond any possible horizon 


On a balcony whose gold light spills its amber yellow up 
into the wide night sky, I am waiting for the angel 
of harmony and of essential solitude to fall on me 


And I am waiting for the city like a bed of coals to grow 
cooler, the streets less shimmering with noise with 
heat blur vibrations yet neon embers glare between 
burning crevices and still the sky pours ink over the 
long street’s wounds 


On a balcony whose doors let in the night air from the east 
I cannot stop or wait for what is caught 
inside of me to stop a whispering of sand grains 
through the palm leaves spells the char of thought 
where it mated with the light remembered glare of 
day would irritate the eye self after self strata of a 
life of Ime my of a life alone are rubbed away, 
rubbed off, until a sort of incense cone of light is 
left, a small thing waiting for a match off in the 
night 


I float into the lake as constellations rise beneath the boat 
where I must hold a storm lamp to a pane of glass. 
stilled water of the heavens, time-spotted, luminous, 
creates a pool above the world where quick events, 
reflected, told, untold, are glimmered back into each 
other and the letter sealed, and a moth’s eyes lit 
with candles far in the night’s skies shine out to us 
within the flame that melted this wax into a seal 
here on my hand after burning it wax droplets 
dropped down from a candle flame far at the 


beginning of my days coextensive with my name 
perhaps and perhaps not 


Yes this was a candle lit whose flame was coveted by the 
clamorous agitation of moth wings that would not 
come near from where they are or rather where they 
were tens of millions of years long past 


I am like a leaf upon the tree of midnight where it branches 
from the moment now that single stem of time 
outward to an immortality we can’t discern and all 
its branching leaves from this point here to 
everywhere which is the root of that same stem this 
single tree of manifold and bright confusions of 
these numberless yet not numerous questions 
gathering in space distributed in time I am this 
single yet not simple thing talking to you now 
speaking in this rhyme I sound it in the ear of your 
mind and heart I drop it there like a pebble into a 
still pool so that the complications that I threaten to 
become are summed up far inside the one motive 
from which the many hide for in this I and you 
within a rhyme that comes forth then the single 
understanding from the many things a single 
complex meaning from two words there is the 
single woman and the single man made up in fact of 
many women and of many men 


Though I give you your money, you give me the world 
itself 


Now take the blood out of my veins, I must give everything 
to you, since my love for you has no limit 


It has no end and no beginning, it has no limit 


My arms cannot gather you in deeply enough, my hands 
cannot hold you, my love for you has no end and no 
beginning, it has no limit 


Take the blood out of my veins, I pour it out for you now, 
in the night, here and now, endless libation 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limit 


Chinese woman, walking seven times up and down the 
Zhong Shan North Road, you with your parasol 
from Kaoshiung, your pointed toed shoes, you with 
the cell phone that laubahn gave you, and yet you 
can call only him, your boss 


You with the herbal medicine that your father made for you 
just before you left, and a recipe for more written in 
bold clear characters on a piece of folded paper 
tucked away in a drawer 


You, with condoms in your purse, five or six, and the blood 
of five hundred emperors in your veins 


I give you the end of a flashlight, a beacon, keep it inside 
your dress, your party dress, no there is no raw linen 
cover, it was pulled from the bolt and cut, by 
American doctors, at the behest of my mother, for 
hygienic reasons, when I was born 


And yet I still must touch you, with my polluting, my 
polluted love 


My love for you has no end and no beginning, it has no 
limits 


And you came to me once needing money, and I went to 
the ATM, and took out a thousand American dollars 
and gave it to you 


In the intoxication of my love, I would have given you 
anything 


In my dream, you come to me again once more 


And in my dream, outside of all space and time, I am 
waiting to touch you, to see you again 


In my dream, I am waiting speak to you, in my dream 
outside of all time and space, I am waiting to touch 
you again, I am waiting to see you again, I am 
waiting to know you 
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